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CHAPTER I. 

FRIENDS BY TUE FIRESIDE. 

There were many great dinner-parties and costly 
entertainments in London on the evening of a certain 
18th of October ; not that it was any day of public 
and general festivity, but there is not a day through- 
out the year in which, in London, this is not the 
case ; and, besides the grand and the expensive, there 
were others too of a very diflFerent character, in which 
the five or the ten shillings, which were to provide 
the little entertainment for the two or three dear 
friends, had been spared with difficulty out of the 
month's or week's allowance. To our minds nothing 
can be more afiecting than these little sacrifices to 
friendship and affection. Would to God that anxiety 
and care did not too often come in also as guests with 
the invited ! 

Let us then see, on this afternoon of the 18th of 
October, Elizabeth Durant enter the humble lodgings 
of herself and her mother, with the small basket of 
purchasefl which was to serve for the entertainment 
of three friends. 
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* I would not invite people at all," said her mother, 
ho was sitting in her large chair hy the fire, " if I 
could not entertain them handsomely." 

" Nor would I," replied Elizabeth ; " nor do I, 
except Alice and her mother, and Mr. Netley ; they 
know us so well that I never pretend to get any 
thing out of the way for them. They would fare quite 
as well, if not better, at home ; but then there is a 
aentiment of good fellowship which they would feel 
if they only took bread and water with us. I make 
some little sacrifice to entertain them thus simply ; 
this they know, and for this reason they always seem 
happy when they come." 

" Seem so^ repeated her mother. " Yes, they 
seem so out of charity ; I hate people to be civil to 
one out of charity ! " 

Elizabeth smiled, and went on with her little 
arrangements, for she was used to her mothers in- 
firmity of temper, and she had great forbearance 
with her. 

Poor Mrs. Durant, however, was sadly out of sorts 
to-day, and she did not long maintain silence. *' I 
wonder how you can be contented to live as we do,** 
said she, " you a gentlewoman bom and bred — ^but 
jou never had my spirit! You have done very 
wrong, Elizabeth — very foolishly ! You may wait 
long enough before you get such another oflFer ! " 

Elizabeth knew well enough to what her mother 
alluded ; it was a painful cause of difference between 
them, and had been so for the last three months. 

" Dearest mother," returned Elizabeth, " have you 
yet to learn that most common-place of all truisms, 
that money alone oannot make married life happy ? " 
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** It cannot be happy without it," retorted her 
mother. 

*' I never will so far sell myself as to marry merely 
for a home, whilst I have the ability to maintain 
myself," replied Elizabeth. 

" By maintaining yourself," returned her mother, 
** you are cut olBF from any good connexion ; — such, 
foolish or otherwise, are the prejudices of society. 
A man of rank would no sooner think of marrying 
the maker of artificial flowers than his cook — ^you 
have no chance of that kind. Besides this, you ought 
to take into consideration that you are not as young 
now as you have been ; every additional year tells 
upon you now, to which you must add the effect and 
influence of narrow circumstances, and the anxiety 
wliich they necessarily bring — for you cannot, you see, 
even ask your friends to drink a miserable cup of tea 
without stinting yourself for it one way or another ; 
and then, if you become ill or infirm, what is to be- 
come of you ? " 

Elizabeth sighed. 

*' Yes, as I was saying," continued her mother, 
" every year will add wrinkles and gray hairs ; and 
then where will be the man with fifty thousand pounds, 
who will beg and pray, and beg and pray again, for 
you to be his wife ? I tell you what, Elizabeth, you 
have been a great fooL" 

'^ How often," said Elizabeth, pausing in the 
midst of her little preparations, '' must I assure you 
that I could not have been even tolerably happy with 
Mr. Watson? Take your own view of the case — 
you who reason so much from the argument of being 
a gentlewoman bom and bred. Hei^ \a «l xsnkds ^ioaasfe 
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and vulgar in appearance and manners, of no educa- 
tion — a common baker, who brings bread to our own 
door. Was he a fit husband for me, though in a 
worldly point of view I was not higher than he 1 We 
both had to get our daily bread, whilst I was sub- 
jected to many more self-denials and much more 
bitter experience of a low estate than he, because 
his mind, his tastes, his habits, were all suited to his 
own class. You thought, as I did, that he was very 
unfit for my husband — that his very proposal had 
something of presumption in it. A fortnight after- 
wards, the merest chance in the world, the drawing 
of a fortunate lottery number, makes him the possessor 
of fifty thousand poimds. He is then rich, is then 
unquestionably, in a worldly point of view, my supe- 
rior, and though I could not but acknowledge some 
degree of generosity and sincerity in his again renew- 
ing his suit, the man, in mind and manners, remained 
the same— I could not marry him." 

*' The greater fool you ! " returned her mother. 
^' Fifty thousand pounds ! You have no idea of the 
value of money ; then as to the man himself — the 
yery possession of wealth refines any one ! " 

" You yourself," replied Elizabeth, " look down 
on upstart tradespeople— on parvenu gentry." 

" All London is made up of parvenu gentry ! " 
said her mother. " You'll die poor," continued she — 
''die perhaps in a workhouse; — for what is to be- 
come of you when you get old and infirm, or blind, 
or when flowers go out of iashion^-which they may 
any day ?" 

Again Elizabeth sighed, for she did not need to be 
ivminded of theie thi^gi; bat as ahe had always 
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carefully ayoided talking on painful anxieties to her 
mother, her mother never knew what she really felt. 
" And then," continued her mother, " if you are 
80 disinterested as not to think much for yourself, you 
might think a little for other people — for me, for 
instance. What^s to become of me if anything should 
happen to Lady Thicknisse? — or she may take it 
into her head to stop my annuity ; she is old^ and 
wilful, and fanciful — she has quarrelled, you know, 
even with Sir Lynam." 

^^ Your annuity is safe as long as she lives," said 
Elizabeth ; " and after that," continued she, with a 
tearful eye, ^^ I have firm faith in the goodness of 
God that we shall not want." 

" Many good people do want, though," said her 
mother ; ^^ and this I know, that Grod helps those who 
help themselves. You have flung away such a chance 
as you will not again have; he *11 not come begging 
and praying to you again." 

" Most likely not," said Elizabeth. 

" Positively not I " returned her mother, provoked 
by her apparent imperturbability ; " and I'll tell you 
what, Elizabeth, it was only yesterday that I was 
silly enough to go all the way to Hammersmith to 
see his fine house there. I had heard about it — ^you 
look surprised — I had heard about it, 1 say, and 
about something else besides, and I had a mind to see 
him if I could." 

" Surely, surely not," exclaimed Elizabeth, fearful 
what her mother s motives might have been. 

" Don't alarm yourself," said her mother ; " I did 
not see him, at least, not to speak to him, but I saw 
his house — as proper a gentlemaa'ft YioxiBie «&.\ ^^\^^ 

b2 
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wish to see — not an old, stately place, like Stanton 
Combe, but a handsome substantial place, I can 
assure you, and fit for a Durant to have married into. 
I was fool enough to give a sliilling to the house- 
keeper to show me over it : it had all been furnished 
new — she said the furniture alone cost many thou- 
sands — " 

^^ Why did you do so 1 " asked £lizabeth, mortified 
and distressed. ^' I would not for the world that he 
should know what you have done ! " 

** Bless my life, child ! " returned her mother ; " he 
is not likely to know — he's married." 

" I was right, then," said Elizabeth, smiling. " I 
told you he would soon get over his disappointment." 

" Married he is," continued her mother, " and to 
a gentlewoman, too— to a banker's daughter out of 
Leicestershire, I think they said — with twenty thou- 
sand pounds expectations. They happened to arrive 
just before I went away — in a caniage-and-four^ 
and a very pretty young girl she was ! God forgive 
me," said poor Mrs. Puraut, with a sigh, '^ I could not 
help breaking one of the conamandments — ^for I 
coveted her lot for you." 

" I would rather," said Elizabeth, " even after all 
you have told me, gain my daily bread by my own 
fingers, and keep my firm reliance on Providence, 
than have married Mr. Watson with all his wealth. 
Marriage is the most holy of God's ordinances, and 
we sin against him when we marry without love. 
I did not refuse him, I assure you, without having 
deeply weighed the matter, and I felt that I dared 
not to have married him — feeling towai-ds him, and 
tfiinkiiTgr of him, as I did," 
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*^ As I have told you scores of times," argued her 
mother, " you don't understand these thhigs ; children 
would have heen a bond of love between you ; love 
would have slid into your heart you know not how!" 

Elizabeth shook her head as if in doubt — but 
smiled nevertheless. She made no reply, but went 
on with her little arrangements, and then, when all 
was ready, sat down to her work till the arrival of 
her guests. In the mean time her mother had been 
still thinking on topics akin to the old subject, and 
no sooner was her daughter seated than she resumed 
the conversation. " And I must say," said she, as if 
merely continuing the train of her own thoughts, 
" that Philip has behaved very shamefully to you, 
and yet, some way or other, you never seem to feel it 
as you ought to do." This, too, was a subject of differ- 
ence between Blizabeth and her mother, and was 
even more painful to her than the former. '^ But 
there really is something so strange about you," con- 
tinued she ; '' a woman of spirit would have thought 
80 differently," 

" What right had I," asked Elizabeth, " to resent 
Philip's conduct, or even to think it faulty ? Heaven 
knows how much we have to thank him for ; and 
you know as well as I do how much he has suffered 
on our account." 

" And he knows," argued Mrs. Durant, " how 
much we have all suffered from his father ; — we have 
been made homeless, penniless — we have been reduced 
to beggary, through the tyranny of his &ther ; and he, 
who always professed to see things so differently to 
liim, ought to have mAde us some amends if it had 
been in his power." 
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" Amends ! " i-epeated Elizabeth. " But, my dear 
mother, you overlook so many things — ^you take a 
partial view of so many things — and you forget so 
much of the past. I was but a mere child when all 
the first troubles began at Stanton Combe, but I think 
Sir Thomas Durant had no hand in them. That he 
profited' by our misfortunes I grant — but if he had 
not, some one else, it is probable, would ; and even 
in that case he was counteracted by Richard ; Richard 
left the place a heap of ruins to his hand." 

" And he did right ! " exclaimed Mrs. Durant, 
warmly. 

" We think so differently on so many subjects," 
said Elizabeth, sorrowfully — " why do we continu- 
ally talk of them ? If we studiously endeavoured to 
create a difference between us, we could not do other- 
wise." 

" I want to create no difference between us,* re- 
turned her mother ; " but I must say that I am aggra-^ 
rated when I think of these things, and see how little 
spirit you show ! Then as to what Philip Durant 
has done for us," continued she, pertinaciously cling- 
ing to these painful thoughts, " he has taken Richard 
from me — made an exile of him for life ; and whether 
he lives or dies is more than I can tell." 

" Cannot you see," replied Elizabeth, " what a 
blessing it is that he is provided for, and that he is far 
better out of England than in it ? He made himself, 
unfortunately, amenable to the law; and the very 
man who has suffered through him has provided for 
him ; and it has now been his own fault if he have 
not, in some measure, retrieved his own life, at least 
as faiBB himself was concerned." 
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*^ So long as I thought Philip mtended to take the 
place of son to me," replied Mrs. Durant, " and (o 
provide for you, hy marrying yon, as was no more 
than his duty, I was satisfied ; hut I soon saw that 
he had no such intention ; and with all his coming 
here, and his professions, he never had — and that 
provokes me ! " 

" I wish," said Elizaheth, " that you never had 
taken up the idea of Philip marrying me. I have 
told you all along, that neither he nor I had a 
thought of the kind. He has heen my hest, my kindest 
friend — ^more to me than a hrother — and such, I hope, 
he will always remain ; hut he was too honourahle a 
man to marry me when he was engaged to another." 

^' And what was that other?" returned Mrs. Durant. 
** A girl without a penny*— a teacher in a school." 

*' A high-minded, high-principled woman — a gen- 
tleman's daughter — and one worthy of him in every 
reipect !" interposed Elizaheth, with warmth. '^ Philip 
would have heen a dishonourahle man to have deserted 
her from any chivalric notions of honour towards us. 
He has, as it is, done more for us than we had any 
right to expect^ — ^besides which, you seem to forget 
that he has ruined himself, at least for the present, 
with his father, hecause he screened Richard from his 
vengeance." 

" The old tyrant I " said Mrs. Durant, hetween 
. her teeth. 

" For two years," continued Elizaheth, " he has 
never seen his father, who sternly rejects all attempts 
at reconciliation; and considering Philip's remark- 
ahle attachment to his father, without looking at it in 
a worldly point of view, this is no small ^\];x^s2ckxcissc^.« 
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Poor Philip ! "* said she, with a deep sigh: " his pro- 
spects in life are not by any means bright at present ; 
think only of his wife and child ! " 

" Well," returned Mrs. Durant, " what a fool he 
was to marry — to marry a penniless woman without 
his father s consent. He might, at all events, hare 
waited till he had made his peace with him." 

*' Philip's marriage, as you know," said Elizabeth, 
*' was hurried on by (Jertrude's unhappy situation- 
She was ill, — God knows, but I fear she will not live 
many years. It was not wise, perhaps — but then, 
consider : she was in an unprosperous school, where 
she had too much to do, and where she was even 
stinted in food ; her health gave way ; the physicians 
ondered her, as she valued her life, to return to her 
friends ; she had no friend but the widow of her 
uncle, who had been her guardian, and who had 
married a second husband with grown-up sons and 
daughters. The particulars of all this I know only in 
part; but this 1 know,^ that Philip, like a kind-hearted, 
generous, uncalculating, and unworldly man as he is, 
married her — although, in his peculiar circumstances, 
at variance with his father as he then was, it was 
anything but prudent. They married; and their 
fortunes, as is natural, are not flattering; still in 
each other they are blessed as human beings can 
be. You yourself know that ; you yourself, dearest 
mother," said Elizabeth, with a beautiful smile, " like 
Gertrude, and acknowledge her to be a most lovely 
creature." 

'^ It has been a most foolish piece of business alto- 
gether," said Mrs. Durant, who was in too ill a 
humour to concede anything ; "and I hate secrets and 
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mysteries of any kind. Philip had no husiness to 
have married, and that I shall still continue to say. 
I am not pleased with him — and not even an arch- 
angel himself will ever persuade me out of my own 
oommon sense." 

Mrs. Duraut said what was true — nothing in this 
world would ever have reconciled her to the idea of 
Philip having done right in marrying other than 
Elizabeth. It had been the favourite idea of the 
unhappy lady^s head for many months after her first 
acquaintance with him. She had begun to take more 
cheerful views of life in consequence of it. She had 
sat, times innumerable, and built up castles in the air 
based on this foundation. Her very heart had wanned 
to her daughter, less for hen many meek virtues, her 
indefatigable kindness, and her seLf-denying afieotion, 
than as the imagined wife of the future Sir Philip 
Durant, as the mistress of a future Stanton Combe, 
which, like a phoenix, was to rise out of the ashes of 
the former, and to afford imder its broad ample roof 
a shelter not only for herself but for her exiled 
Richard, who, according to her wishes, was to return 
like the infant Jesus out of Egypt, when they were 
dead who had sought his life, and who was to occa- 
sion and to deserve far more rejoicing than even the 
prodigal son of the Gospel. 

Poor Mrs. Durant ! she had never told Elizabeth 
one-hundredth part of her speculations; and thus, 
when the bridegroom elect of her own heart married 
another, she felt like one injured, and as if she 
really had been duped in some way or other. She 
never, therefore, spoke or thought of this subject 
without being angry. 
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In the midst of these undesirable feelings, the glass- 
coach drove up to the door, containing the three ex- 
pected guests. But guests of so much importance 
must be introduced with a new chapter. 



CHAPTER II. 

GOLDEN PROMISES. 



It is now some yeara since we saw Mrs. Franklin 
and her daughter Alice — scarcely indeed have we 
seen them since that time when, refusing her daughter 
as wife for the lawyer Sharpie, she was obliged to 
leave the house of Sir Thomas Durant. Let us con- 
sider. It is about six years since that time ; Alice 
was then eighteen, and consequently now four-and- 
twenty. A year or so the junior of Elizabeth 
Durant, in appearance several years so— Alice, in 
fact, did not look above twenty — things had gone on 
smoothly \\ith her : — she knew, from her own expe- 
rience, real care no more than did the Sybarite who 
complained of the crushed rose-leaf. 

Alice Franklin and Elizabeth Dnrant were dear 
friends, and had been so ever since they became ac- 
quainted, although of characters most opposite. Had 
Elizabeth resembled Alice, they must have clashed 
and severed long ago ; had Alice resembled Elizabeth, 
they must have been fast friends for life ; as ii was, 
they had not been sufficiently tried, and therefore 
they remained friends. 

At eighteen, Alice had been called by her stem 
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nncle " well-grown and passingly handsome." The 
opinion of the world was, that she was beautiful. 
Beautifiil she certainly was — of a patrician style of 
beauty ; of a tall, bending gracefulness, which resem* 
bled a white lily. Her features were exquisitely 
chiselled; her head gracefully set on beautiful 
shoulders ; her eyes, though not remarkably large, 
were finely formed, and of that clear dark gray colour 
which at times, from their extraordinary brightness^ 
leaves the beholder uncertain of their exact hue ; hei 
hair was of the softest chestnut brown, and was worn 
in long, tinconfined ringlets, in a style which, while 
it suited her face and figure, is perhaps, generally 
speaking, more picturesque than becoming. 

In character she was a singular mixture of senti- 
ment and coldness — was romantic and calculating at 
the same time. She herself esteemed Elizabeth 
rather than loved her — she would have loved her 
more if she had not been morally so superior to her- 
self. Elizabeth loved her rather than esteemed her ; 
she was aware of her faults, but she loved her as a 
sister spite of those faults. Alice felt that if ever she 
fell into adversity, Elizabeth would stand by her, true 
to death. Elizabeth doubted whether, if fortune and 
the world showered their smiles and favours on Alice, 
she would not soon forsake, if not disown her. StilL 
however, all as yet had been an imtroubled calm, 
and their friendship had been like a happy sun- 
•hiny day. Alice had no other female friend than 
£li»ibeth, and she opened her heart to her as much 
as it was possible for her to open it to any one ; she, 
in reality, professed more affection for her than in 
her own soul she knew she felt, and £lLzahe,<JtL \)fe-> 

c 
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licved her, because in every word amd deed she her- 
self was so sincere. 

Alice Franklin, whilst she appeared perfectly 
natnral, was one of the most artificial of human 
beings ; nobody knew but herself how every attitude, 
every action had been studied, and was suited to time 
and place. People saw her sitting, and it seemed to 
them that they saw an exquisite picture ; ^ she could 
. not have sat better for her portrait, and that rich 
crimson curtain behind her produces so fine an effect 1" 
Ah, artful Alice Franklin, but for that crimson ctuv 
tain, and that low seat, she would not have sat there. 
She knew how to rise, how to stand, how to move for 
effect, yet no one would ever have suspected her ef 
all this ; for her art was the most consummate of all- 
it never betrayed itself. She was, besides this, pos- 
sessed of much natural talent ; drew, danced, sang, 
played — if not like a master, at least with so much 
effect that it was all the same. Money, leisure, and 
some degree of ambition, had done for her all that 
could be done. Her mother doted on her beyond 
words ; she was, in her eyes, perfection itself. Her 
grand-uncle Netley, too, whilst he cherished for her 
tho warmest affection, and whose heiress, of course, 
she was always considered, not only by others, but 
by himself, saw, however, deeper into the real springs 
of her character than any one else; and for this 
reason, in the bottom of her soul, she did not quite 
like him. His silent penetration wounded both her 
self-love and her pride. No third person, however, 
would in the slightest degree have suspected her of 
the least want of affection towards him, nor outwardly 
did she ever £ul the least in duty and respect. She 



was t9^Mi6h alive to the world*s opinion for that. 
The worn knew, as well as she did, not only what 
were her and her mothers obh'gations to this kind 
relative, but what were their expectations from him ; 
outwardly, therefore, all was smooth and pleasant, 
and amiable as an angel's self. Yes, artful indeed 
was the fair Alice Franklin ! 

One other trait of character we must give, and then 
we will leave her to act and speak for herself. She 
was, as we have said, romantic; had romantic no- 
tions and views of life, which seemed almost at vari- 
ance with her really cold and prudential heart. She 
was superstitious too ; had great faith in dreams, pre- 
sages and omens ; and was one of those persons to 
whom singular passages and accidents occurred, as if 
to stagger one's sober judgment and perplex one's 
unbelief. 

Such a girl as Alice Franklin had, of course, many 
lovers, the accepted among whom was Henry Mait- 
land, the son of a prosperous gold-and- silversmith of 
the city. Henry Maitland was deeply and despe- 
rately in love, and had been so for two whole years. 
His family, who were all charmed with Alice, wished 
the marriage to take place : so did both her mother 
and Mr. Netley ; but Alice delayed and delayed ; 
she would assign no reason why, but that she would 
not yet — the next winter, or the next summer, 
whatever the season might then be, but not yet ! 
And Alice had her way, while good Mr. Netley 
thought within himself that Alice loved not truly, or 
slie would not thus tantalise her promised bride- 
groom ; and, in his own mind, he said that he should 
not at all wonder if the marriage never took ^\ajc»« ^^ 
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did not know why, but someway or other hfjfnonght 
it would not — and such an idea always made him 
■ugry with her. 

No sooner had Alice taken off her glove, than 
Elizabeth missed a certain beautiful ring from her 
hand, which had been given to her by her lover 
under peculiar circumstances, and which Elizabeth 
knew she made a point of always wearing. Alice 
said nothing of the ring, but began to tell how she 
had had her fortune told that morning by a deaf and 
dumb sybil, and that, according to her report, she 
was on the eve of a great change in fortune ; a letter 
was on the way to her, and she was to darken some- 
body's path in life ; she was to have a deal of trouble 
herself, and yet to be very fortunate. She said that 
someway or other it had made her very low-spirited. 

" Besides which,'* said Mr. Netley, who had been 
listening to her words, '^ she has broken Henry's ring 
to-day." 

Alice held up her beautiful hand to show the ab- 
sence of the ring, which her friend had noticed 
already. 

" It is the second time," said Alice, " that it has ' 
broken. It broke as Henry put it on my finger first } 
it broke again this morning, without any apparent 
cause, as I was playing with it. One piece seemed to 
fall to the ground, but though I have spent hours in 
the search, I have not been able to find it." It por- 
tended some dire jnisfortune, she was persuaded. 

All laughed at the superstitious girl, and declared 
that she had already experienced the misfortune which 
it foretold, in the loss of the ring itself. 

After tea, Mrs. Durant began to tell how she had 
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gone the day before to see the ex>baker*s house at 
Hammersmith, and astonished them by the news of 
his mari'iage with the banker's fair daughter, who, 
she said, with a look of bitter reproach at Elizabeth, 
^' was wiser than some people, and who had not 
thought herself too good for his wife.* 

*' Only think," continued the poor lady, who could 
not rid herself of the haunting idea, ^' how different 
it would have been if we, on this very evening, had 
been sitting in that handsomely-furnished house — ^you 
the mistress of some thousands a year, with servants 
to wait on you, and with no care or anxiety at all ! 
1*11 be bound to say he would have let you laundi 
out into what expense you liked, for he would have 
looked up to you in all knowledge of life ;- and you 
might have had all your old friends about you, as 
much as you had wished, for he would have been so 
glad to have got into better society. What a differ* 
ence there would then have been ! Ah, child ! " said 
she, in a tone of unspeakable vexation, ^' you have 
been the greatest fool under the sun ! " 

There was some little difference of opinion on this 
subject. Mr. Netley thought that low people, sud- 
deidy raised to wealth, were often the most unmanagc- 
able, impracticable people; he did not think, as he 
had said before, that had Elizabeth married the ex- 
baker, he would at all have given up the reins to his 
wife. From what he knew of the man, he said, he 
never expected him to run through his money foolishly, 
as many did — ^he expected whoever lived twenty 
years, and knew him then, would find him a miserly 
curmudgeon, who, ignorant himself, and naturally 
nanow-minded, would begrudge his children educa- 

c2 
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tion, and thus, to use a common proTerb, lay up rods 
in pickle for himself in his old age. 

Alice and her mother were warmly unanimons in 
saying that the fifty thousand pounds, could it have 
been taken without the ex-baker, would have been 
most desirable ; but as it was, they would have done 
like Elizabeth — would have preferred making artifi- 
cial flowers to have been Mrs. Watson. 

From this subject the conversation turned on the 
influence which sudden and great wealth has on the 
heart and character. Alice, like the ex-baker, had 
often tried her luck in lotteries, and all agreed that, if 
faith was to be put in the deaf and dumb sybil, she 
too was to be fortunate in the numbers she had to 
draw. Her uncle said that sudden wealth was mostly 
a misfortune, and he gave many instances to support 
Ms opinion. 

" Yes," said Elizabeth, " I grant all you say to be 
true in those particular instances; bat you have 
looked merely on weak minds, cold, selfish hearts, 
who were incapable of acting otherwise ; but can you 
not imagine instances in which sudden and even enor- 
mous wealth might be possessed with humility, and 
used worthily ? Is there no human heart, I do not 
say able to resist all temptation, but in which natu- 
ral goodness is not strong enough to keep it at least 
tolerably right, even under great temptation ? " 

Mr. Nctley demurred. " Suppose any one of us 
now," said he, " were to be the drawer of one of your 
great prizes?" 

" Oh/* said Alice, with a glow which, if it were 
not generous emotion, most strongly resembled it, 
'^ if such were my fortune, how hajppy would not I 
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make you all ! Elizabeth, you should share it with 
me — we would live like second ladies of Llangollen in 
a beautiful cottage together — ^)'0u should then never 
spend your life in making artificial flowers ! " 

"But Mr. Maitland?" said Elizabeth, smiling. 
*' One of the ladies in the cottage would have to leave 
for a husband." 

" Well, I only wish," returned Alice, *' that I 
might be tried." 

" If gold does not rust," said Mr. Netley gravely, 
" there is an innate principle of corruption in it — it 
comipts its possessor." 

" I would gladly take the wealth," returned Alice, 
" without fear of its consequences on myself — I 
should like to be tried." 

*' Elizabeth has resisted it — has rejected it," said 
the old gentleman. 

" Yes," replied Alice, " I can very well understand 
why she rejected it in that case ; if she could have 
taken the money without the man, it would have been 
very different. However, if my numbers are lucky, 
I'll take care of Elizabeth, "said she, taking her hand 
affectionately, " for she deserves it ; and all that 
Mrs. Durant says is very true — it is, it must be, a 
hopeless thing to work for one's own bread." 

" I am sure, if Alice had the means, she would do 
all she says," remarked her mother. 

" My life, however, is not as hopeless as you 
think," said Elizabeth; '* for though I, for myself, have 
no expectation of fortune either from one quarter or 
another, still I possess that which is better than such 
expectation, and that is confidence in the goodness of 
Providence: He will not leteithermyself ormy mother 
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want. I look for no other than a life of labour for my- 
self — God grant me only patience and ability for it I ** 

** And that you will have ! " said good Mr. Netley, 
with warmth. 

" I wish more than that," said Alice ; " I wish to 
Heaven I might be your benefactor." Tears were in 
her eyes as she said this, and the generosity of the 
sentiment gave an almost angelic expression to her 
countenance. 

Never had these two families seemed more united 
than they w^ere this evening. Poor Mrs. Durant her- 
self forgot some of her vexations, when she saw so 
many Idnd faces beaming around her in the bright 
fire-light. She could not help feeling glad that there 
were some in the great city who would now and then 
come in and drink a friendly and unexpensive cup of 
tea with them. 

At eight o'clock Alice's lover, who knew of their 
being here, joined them ; and though she told him of 
the broken ling, and repeated her belief in its evil 
portent, never had she seemed kinder to him — never 
happier, and never gayer, than she was that evening. 

*' What a bewitching creature she is ! " said Mrs. 
Durant to her daughter, when the glass-coach which 
had brought them carried them home again at ten 
o'clock. ** If you had only been as handsome as she 
is, what a lucky thing it would have been ! Her 
face would be her fortune without any other. I pro- 
test she gets handsomer every day, and how fond poor 
Maitland is of her ! " 

" Poor ! *' repeated Elizabeth. 

" Ay, poor^ returned her mother ; " someway or 
other I always feel sorry for him — ^he seems such an 
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excellent young man, and so dotingly fond of her — 
and she has a world of pride, that she has — she often 
treats him like a dog." 

Elizabeth smiled, and said that one day Mr. Netlcy 
had called him Jemmy Grove, and she ^ the scornful 
Barbara Allen.' 

*' Ah, well !" said Mrs. Durant ; '* but, bless me ! 
what a fine prospect she has — I would not wish any- 
thing better for you, than to be a rich tradesman's 
wife ! " 

" Leave off wbhing for me," said Elizabeth ; " you 
only by doing so create disappointment and dissatis- 
faction for yourself. Try to be satisfied with me as 
I am ; and let us both endeavour to be contented 
with our own destiny, for that is the true philosophy * 
of life." 

" I never was much of a philosopher," said poor 
Mrs. Durant ; " and it's now too late in the day for 
me to attempt it." 



CHAPTER III, 

LETTERS AND NEWS. 



We must now, with our reader s permission, look 
backward a few years, and pay a visit to the old Hall 
of Starkey, in the palatinate of Durham. 

After Mrs. Durant fell into misfortune, the friend- 
ship between herself and Lady Thicknisse began to 
decline, which perhaps was only natural, more espe- 
cially as Lady Thicknisse never coixcie^<&d. \Xi<^ ^iSftr- 
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Action which she felt in the conduct of her god- 
son, Richard. The annuity which she allowed to 
Mrs. Durant was paid quarterly with undeviating 
punctuality ; but the acknowledgment of this, which 
at first was made equally regularly, was before long 
discontinued, in consequence of a remark of Lady 
Thicknisse herself, which she wrote, too, with her 
own hand, as a postscript to one of her sister-iu-law, 
Mrs. Betty's, letters^ to this purpose, — " that seeing 
Mrs. Durant could not command franks, these ac- 
knowledgments were a needless cost of postage, par- 
ticularly as Mrs. Durant herself would take cure 
that the London banker was not remiss in his pay- 
ment." 

There had been a time when Mrs. Durant would 
have resented such a slight on her correspondence, 
eTen from Lady Thicknisse ; but that time was long 
gone by. Mrs. Durant was not what she had been ; 
10, though she was ofifended and hurt, she let the 
affront sleep, with the mortifying remark to herself, 
*' that beggars cannot be choosers," and in future 
received her quarterly payment without so much as 
thanking either banker or banker s clerk. 

Intercourse, however, with Starkey was not at an 
end ; for good Mrs. Betty, who never in all her life 
before had been a letter- writer, took up her pen as 
her stately sister-in-law laid down hers, and availed 
herself of a frank now and then, or of a private oppor- 
tunity, to prove to her well->-beloTed god-daughter 
that she was not forgotten. 

Poor Mrs. Durant laughed contemptuously, when 
Mrs. Betty's fii"st letter arrived : " For,* said she, 
*^ what can she find to write about, when she knovnst 
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nothiDg of Lady Thicknisse's moyements, and how 
in the world will she write, who never in the whole 
ODurse of her life wrote half-a-doeen letters !" 

But dear Mrs. Betty wrote as she talked, and while 
Elizabeth read them, it seemed as if the very tone of 
her Yoice accompanied the words. Some people have 
the gift of writing thus naturally, and a great gift it 
is; and if one loves the writer, how doubly valuable 
are such letters ! Mrs. Betty Thicknisse, unlettered 
and simple-minded as she was, wrote in this style, 
and her letters, therefore, always were interesting to 
Elizabeth, and in process of time, when they began 
to tell of the goings-on at Starkey, became interest- 
ing to her mother also. 

Our readers may probably remember what was 
stated in our former volume, viz., that after the sudden 
death of the late Sir Sampson, who left no descend- 
ants, the title, together with the Hertfordshire estate* 
passed to the heir>at-law, Lynam Thicknisse, then a 
child — the rich property of Starkey itself still remain- 
ing in the possession of the widow of Sir Sampson, 
from reasons which for many years remained a mys- 
tery to the public. 

Sir Lynam, as a boy, had passed all his school 
holidays at Starkey, and in the intervals of his col- 
lege life he and his tutor were there also. But by 
degrees the visits, which at first had only been a cause 
of pleasure and pride to the mistress of the mansion, 
beoime less agreeable. Sir Lynam wad wild and 
wilful, and, as he grew old, became more unmanage- 
able in temper, and more unrestrained in action, till 
at length the poor lady came to the conclusion, drawn 
from experience both of her adopted aon, Lynaxxv^^aoA. 
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her godson, Richard Durant, that the present gene- 
ration of young men was wofuUy degenerated. Much, 
too, as she had always protested and believed that 
she loved Sir Lynam, she found that as he grew 
older, and worse, she in reality cared very little about 
him. She dismissed him, therefore, from Starkey, 
during one college vacation, assuring him that she 
would not henceforth have her repose disturbed by 
his riot, and that, therefore, if he chose, after he had 
sown his wild college oats, still to shoot over the 
manors of Starkey, he must locate himself somewhere 
quietly in the neighbourhood, for that while she 
lived she would remain mistress of her own place, 
and that after her own fashion. 

Sir Lynam, who had the best reasons in the world 
for remaining on good terms with the lady of Starkey, 
found this suggestion of hers by no means at variance 
with his taste. He bought a cottage some miles 
distant, which he set about converting into a little 
hunting- lodge ; built a kitchen and out-houBes the 
size of the building itself, and stables four times as 
large as all together; laid out gardens and shrubberies; 
kept gardeners, grooms, and servants of every descrip- 
tion ; hung paintings of all the celebrated hunters and 
racers in the three kingdoms on the walls of his din- 
ing-room ; fitted up a handsome billiard>room, and 
laid down a bowling-green; built a smoking^house 
in his garden ; and according to his taste made it as 
complete as possible, leaving no want but that of jolly 
companions to fill it. 

Jolly companions, however, were not wanting long. 
Some came from Hertfordshire, some from London, 
and some from the very neighboorhood of Starkej 
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itself. Ladj Thicknisse b}*^ no means admired the 
mob of men, as she called them, who accompanied 
Sir Lynam to Starkey to eat the shooting luncheons 
to which she invited him, nor the excesses in which 
they indulged ; she told him so, and he promised not 
to annoy her again. To promise, with many people, 
is mnch more easy than to peiform, and so it 
always was with Sir Lynam. Lady Thicknisse was 
annoyed more and more ; she declared that the 
peace of her life was at an end ; and at a private inter- 
view to which she summoned Sir Lynam, informed 
him solemnly that he never should inherit one inch 
of the Starkey estate unless he either reformed or 
removed himself and his fellows from the county. 
Sir Lynam took alarm, and removed himself not 
only from the county, but from the island itself, and 
for seven years Starkey and Lady Thicknisse were 
in quiet. 

Shortly, however, before the time at which this 
our present story commences, some restless demon or 
other sent Sir Lynam back to his old hunting-seat, 
no way improved either in character or manners; and 
Mrs. Betty's letters of late had been filled with the 
mad pranks of Sir Lynam, and the misunderstandings 
between himself and Lady Thicknisse. 

" Strange indeed is it," said one of Mrs. Betty's 
letters, ^^ that Sir Lynam should go on in this way, 
when he has such a frail hold on Starkey — not being, 
as I hinted to you in my last, its rightful heir. My 
sister-in-law makes no longer any secret of this sin- 
gular affair with me, and I can now give you a clearer 
idea of it than 1 was able to do in my last. On the 
death of the late Sir Sampson, everybod^f ^oiAexft,^^ 
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as you may remember, how it was that Starkey, as 
well as the Hertfordshire property, did not go to the 
heir-at-law — ^but the reason was this. Lady Thick- 
missc, in her researches among the old family papers, 
had found a singular clause in the will of Sir Samp- 
son's great-uncle, the first possessor of Starkey, and 
the amasser of the family wealth, of which clause I 
have obtamed a copy from Mr. Twisleden. It runs 
thus: — 

" 'And furthermore I devise, that after the third in 
descent from me the testator, the freehold of Starkey, 
with its mansion, commonly called Starkey-Hall or 
Starkey, together with all therein contained of family 
plate, jewels, and other personal property then ex- 
isting, left b}'- me, together, with all farms, woods, 
mines, fisheries, &c., and all rights and appurtenances 
thereunto belonging, shall descend to the then existing 
heir or heirs direct, male or female, of my sole sister 
Joan, with whom I had a quarrel during a game of 
cribbage, on the twenty-fifth day of December, being 
Christmas Day, in the year of our Lord 1712, which 
said Joan, then Mcrivale, being the wife of John 
Peter Merivale, cordwainer in the city of London, 
died in indigence in the parish of Marylebone, London, 
on or about the 21st of June, in the year of our 
Lord 1736, leaving two sons and two daughters.' 

" The wUl," said Mrs. Betty, " went on to state 
many particulars respecting this unfortunate Joan 
Merivale, "who, it seems, had in vain besought recon- 
ciliation, and liad even came up to Starkey with her 
children for that purpose; 'when,' says the will, 
* in pride and unbrotherly hardness of heart the said 
testator dosed the door in her &ce, for which^ -after- 
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wards, when it was too late, he suffered much remorso 
and penitence, especially when he lost his two eldest 
children — the one by fire, and the other by water; 
and that therefore, as some reparation, he willed that 
the two next generations should merely hold the 
property of Starkey in trust for the direct descendants 
of the said Joan Merivale in the third generation ; 
and that in case'of there being none such, he the said 
testator willed that the said property of Starkey 
be sold by public auction, and the product thereof be 
placed in the hands of the Admiralty, for the building 
of ships-of-war.' 

^' Such being this remarkable clause,*' said Mrs. 
Betty, '' it is plain enough that this property belongs 
not by right to Sir Lynam* Whether heirs of this 
unfortunate Mrs. Merivale exist now I know not, but 
the late Sir Sampson being in the third generation 
from the testator, it, in obedience to the will, went 
into other hands. The will, however, had been 
clearly forgotten, and but for the researches of Lady 
ThickoiaBe herself, would probably never have been 
looked into again. Such being the case, however, it was 
eridently the interest of Sir Lynam to keep on the 
most friendly footing with Lady Thicknisse, who had 
such a terrible secret in her keeping, and who had 
thus the means of as completely disinheriting him 
as if the property were bona fide her own, although 
she had not the power of choosing her own heir; 
this, of course, being no other than the third in 
direct descent from tlds unfortunate Mrs. Merivale. 

^' Sir Lynam does not believe even to this day that 
Lady Thicknisse will put in force the will. He 
cannot believe it, for he has used no meaxA \^ ^Risi<« 
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dilate her, and only the last week bespoke, from a 
company of strolling players, the performance of a 
low-lived play in her name; and thus when she 
drove out, by mere accident, she had the unspeakable 
annoyance of seeing great handbills on walls and 
blacksmiths' shops, announcing that ^^ at the special 
request of Lady Thicknisse, of Starkey, the favourite 
play of the Miller and his Three Wives, was to be 
perSformed." Nothing could equal her displeasure at 
this audacious use of her name; and it has, I have no 
doubt, been a means of determining her to fulfil the 
wishes of the old Sir Timothy, which, in my humble 
opinion, I think is no more than what is simply 
right. She, however, I hear from Mr. Twisleden, 
has made up her mind, and nothing you know after 
that can turn her. 

'^ What her exact plans of action in this singular 
affair will be, I know not. My opinion is, that she 
will not allow the heir or heirs of Mrs. Merivale to 
know what fortune is theirs during her own lifetime ; 
and that certainly would be the most prudent, as, 
though I am by no means learned in such things, it 
appears to me that she would be liable to vast de- 
mands of back-rents and such like, from the time of 
Sir Sampson's death, now five -and- thirty years since. 
It is a strange afiair, however, and one which, one way 
or another, occupies almost all Mr. Twisleden s time. 

" As I said before,'* continued Mrs. Betty, " who or 
what this Joan Merivale's descendants are, I know 
not ; the greatest secrecy is preserved on this subject, 
although I have every reason to believe that Lady 
Thicknisse has had her eye upon them for several 
years.** 
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So &r Mrs. Betty Thicknisse, in one of her last 
letters. 

The very morning after the eyening which opened 
thisVvolume, we must see Eli;sabeth Durant and her 
motner sitting over their breakfast- table. 

^'-Well^ it is the most extraordinary thing in the 
world !" exclaimed the mother. 

*'ffo8t strangely extraordinary !" returned Eliza- 
beth, glancing still at the letter which she had just 
hastily read aloud to her mother. '^ Most extraor- 
dinary I** 

''Dear, dear!** said Mrs. Durant, in a tone of 
vexation, *^ what a thing it is to be bom fortunate ! 
I wish to heaven it had happened to you — but yon 
are not one of the fortunate sort," addod she, with 
a sigh. 

Elizabeth continued to peruse the letter, and her 
mother apped her coffee with a countenance of great 
dissatisfiMStion. '' You might just as well read the 
letter aloud," said she ; '' you know how it vexes me 
to have any one reading at meals.'* 

Elizabeth made no reply, but immediately read as 
follows :— 

^^Starkey^ Oct. 10, 18 — . 

" I put aside, my dear god-daughter, a long letter 
which I began to you some weeks ago, in order to 
have an entire sheet for the strange news I have to 
communicate to you and your dear mother. 

'' Of Sir Lynam's late goings-on I need say little 
more than that they have been such as they have 
been for some years past ; whether, however, Lady 
Thicknisse had any retumings of 8ff«c\lt;sii Xa^^^^l^^ 
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him or not I cannot say, but she took it into her head 
last week to put his regard to her to a very singular 
test, which itself originated in a very trifling oc- 
currence. 

" We were all sitting together in the library, Mr. 
Twisleden, she, and I, when Jewel — ^you remember 
Jewel, her little pet spaniel — fell into a fit, and seemed 
at the point of death ; my sister-in-law, who is greatly 
attached to the little animal, took him in her lap, 
supported his head, and shed many tears over him. 
In half-an-hour he recovered, licked her hand, looked 
up in her face, and by all little means in his power 
seemed as if he wished to show his affection for her. 
The poor little creature had been for long accustomed 
to bring out of a certain comer her warm slippers of 
an evening, she being troubled with cold feet towards 
night. Tins evening he want as usual to bring them, 
but he crawled along with a drooping head, and dim 
eyes — it quite affected me ; but what was most sin- 
gular and affecting of all was, that he laid the slipper 
down before her, looked up in her face, licked her 
hand, and then died. His last sentiment if you can 
apply that word to an irrational creature, was attach- 
ment to his mistress. 

" We were all affected extremely. 

^' ' I tell you what,' said Lady Thicknisse, after 
some time, ^ yon fellow. Sir Lynam, has not a hun- 
dredth part the affection for me of this poor brute ; 
he would be glad to know that I was dead — and yet,' 
added she, * I have been like a mother to him.' 

" * Nay, nay,* said Mr. Twisleden, * I think not so 
ill of Sir Lynam as that' 

"^I wish I thought well of him/ said she. * The 
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death of this poor beast/ began she again, ^has 
touched my heart deeply. Would to God I knew 
that Sir Lynam loved me — that I knew that he even 
would shed a tear for my death !* 

** ' He is much attached to you,' said Mr, Twisle- 
den— ' more attached than you think/ 

•* * Heaven forbid !' returned she, * that I should 
wrong any one — that I should wrong him, of all 
men, for I have given him reason to expect great 
things from me ; and what between my duty, and a 
Ungering affection for this young man, I am neither 
easy in my mind or in my conscience. But I will 
try him once more,' said she ; ^ and if he love me not, 
why then I will at once seek for respect and gratitude 
from strangers.' 

" I knew what she meant by these words ; but I 
had no idea of the scheme she would make use of to 
test Sir Lynam. 

"'You shall ride over,' nud she, * to-morrow 
morning to Sir Lynam. You can look grave enough, 
nid she, with a smile ; ' look your gravest and saddest, 
and say to him that his worthy relative, Lady Thick- 
nisse, is dead.' 

" Mr. Twisleden started, and laid his hand on her 
arm, as if shocked at the idea. 

" ' Yes,' said she, ' 111 have it done. Eulogise me 
as much as you will ; tell him of my affection for 
him, and that my last words were of him; and if he 
shed but one tear, may God forgive me my many sins, 
as I will freely and fully forgive him !' 

" It was not for me to give my opinion, whatever 
it might be, on this strange idea. You, who know 
her, know also how useless oppoaitvon Ni^xAii Vv^^ 
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been ; nevertheless, Mr. Twisledcn said much against 
it, although in the end he was over-persuaded, and pro- 
mised to do all faithfully. 

" Sir Lynam was at breakfast with three of his 

friends the next morning, when the old lawyer, with a 

very grave countenance, presented himself before him. 

^^^How is the old lady?' asked Sir Lynam, the 

moment he entered. 

^' Twisleden sighed, and shook his head. 
*' ' Ah ! how V exclaimed Sir Lynam, putting at the 
same time brandy in his coffee. 

" ' She's dead ! — I'll bet you any money ^le's 
dead !* exclaimed one of his friends. 

"'Starkey's your own, old boy!' said another, 
clapping him on the shoulder. 

"'Gentlemen,' said Twisleden, 'be silent. My 
business is with Sir Lynam, and with him alone.' 
*' ' We are all friends here,' said Sir Lynam. 
'* ' Sir Lynam, then,' said Mr. Twisleden, * I am 
the bearer of melancholy tidings. Your worthy 
kinswoman. Lady Thicknisse, is dead !' 
" * Bi-avo !* exclaimed the three friends, in one voice. 
*' You're a rare old fellow !* said Sir Lynam, to 
poor Mr. Twisleden. 

" ' And her last words were of you I' continued he, 
* Affectionate, loving words, which might have wrung 
tears from a stone ; she loved you, Sir Lynam— 
indeed. Sir Lynam, she loved you very much I ' 
" ' Has she burnt the will?* interrupted Sir Lynam. 
" ' She left her blessing on you,' continued Twisle- 
den, 'the kindest of blessings ; and her prayer was 
that you would remember the love and tenderness 
she had shown you as a boy, and that you would-—' 
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** *Ha8 she burnt the will X interrupted Sir Lynam 
again. 

"*She was a loving friend, although you were 
unworthy of her/ said Twisleden ; * and all is as you 
can wish,' added he, venturing on a falsehood, as he 
declared, because he wished to touch his heart, if 
possible. 

" ' The will is destroyed, then V said he. 

*'The lawyer nodded assent, and then added, ' She 
loved you, Sir Lynam — ^it is my duty to tell you 
this — ^loved you like a mother !' 

" ' Pleasant dreams to the old girl !' exclaimed he, 
nothing moved ; and then ringing the bell, ordered 
in hot meat and cold, beer, brandy, and ale, ' that 
the messenger,' as he said, ' of such rare tidings might 
eat and drink to his heart's content/ 
. " But Mr. Twisleden could neither eat nor drink- 
he declared he never was so hurt in all his life before. 

*" I am in no temper for meat or wine,' said he. 

*' ' That 's no reason why we should fast,* said one 
of the three friends ; so Sir Lynam and they all sat 
down to eat and drink, and talk over this great 
good news. 

" Mr. Twisleden ordered, therefore, his servant and 
horses to the inn, and after an hour's rest he rode 
silently away. The bells were ringing merrily as he 
went out of the village, and boys and men were piling 
up a bonfire before Sir Lynam's gate. 

^' ' What means all this rejoicing % ' asked he. 

" ' Sir Lynam has come to a great inheritance ! '— 
* Sir Lynam makes merry because old Lady Thick- 
niase is dead % * said they. 

** Poor Mr. Twisleden told us allt\iiam\5cL\R«a»\si 
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his eyes ; he declared that Sir Lynam's oondact 
made his very heart ache. 

'' All that evening he and Lady Thicknisse spent 
together in the library. On the next evening she 
sent for the Rev. Mr. Vesey, ordered in the old 
steward, and good Mrs. Perigord the housekeeper, of 
yrhom you know we have bo high an opinion, and in 
presence of these, having taken an oath of secrecy 
from them during her pleasure, she made Mr. Twisle- 
den read the will of the old Sir Timothy, which, of 
course, caused the greatest amazement. Mr. Twjsle- 
den made his remarks on the will as he went on ; the 
opinion, he said, of the first lawyer of the day had been 
taken on it — Sir Lynam was not the rightful heir. ^ The 
rightful heir/ said Lady Thicknisse, taking the words 
out of his mouth, ' is one on whom my eye has been 
fixed these several years — a young and beautiful girl, 
the sole daughter of Thomas Franklin, merchant of 
the city of London, who was son of the second son of 
the said Joan Merivale — the eldest son dying un- 
married, as did also both daughters; documents in 
proof of which are in my possession.'" 

*' You 've read enough — you Ve read enough, child," 
said Mrs. Durant, interrupting her daughter, and 
speaking in a tone of vexation and annoyance. 

^' Dear Alice ! " said Elizabeth, '^ what a most 
wonderful change for her ! She looks bom to be the 
mistress of Starkey I " 

*' I think there must be some mistake about it," 
said Mrs. Duiant. '^ Franklin is by no means an 
uncommon name; and so strange it is that they 
should themselves know nothing of this family con- 
22^tiaD. It must be some other Franklins ! " 
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" No, there's no mistake at all," returned Elitt- 
bcth. " Mrs. Betty goes on to say, that it is our otm 
£riend, Alice, the daughter of her old friend — bat 
shall I not finish the letter ? " 

*' No, no ; I've heard it already,*' said Mrs. Durant, 
'' and I do not want to hear it again." 



CHAPTER IV. 

KORB LETTERS AND MORE NEWS. 

After taking the most kindly leave of Maitland 
in the glass-coach which conveyed them home, Mrs. 
Franklin and her daughter found the card of Mr. 
Twisleden, and a note, on the drawing-room table. 
The servant said the gentleman who left them was 
greatly disappointed at not finding Alice or her mother 
at home ; the note said the same thing, but added 
that Mr. Twisleden would return again at ten the 
next morning, as his visit had reference to most im- 
portant business. It was altogether a mystery and 
an excitement ; the name of Twisleden was unknown 
to them, for if they had heard it mentioned, in the 
many conversations they had had with Elizabeth and 
her mother about Starkey, it had never fixed itself in 
their memories. " It must be somebody about the 
broken ring," said Alice — " Or somebody about the 
shares in the water-company, which were entered in 
your name," said her mother — " Or those shares in 
the Montgomeiyshire canal, which have never yet 
paid any dividend/' said Mr. Netlev* 
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£very%ody specalated^ but nobody approached the 
truth. Kleyen hours, however, soon slide on, eyen 
though people may lie awake half a night in uncer- 
tainty and doubt ; and bo ten o'clock came in due 
course of time, and with it Mr. Twisleden, punctual 
to his engagement. 

People are not veiy incredulous when they are to 
be convinced of their own good fortune, however un- 
looked-for it may be, or however strange the channel 
may be through which it comes ; nor if a handsome 
estate hangs upon it, would any one be extremely 
angry at its being made as plain as daylight that 
their great-grandfather was a shoemaker. Both 
Alice and her mother declared their entire ignorance 
of the fiact ; Mr. Thomas Franklin, Alice's father, 
had been mostly abroad with his merchant-ships ; he 
had said nothing of his grandfather, but his widow 
and his daughter were quite convinced that it must 
be as Mr. Twisleden so obligingly asserted. Yes, 
indeed, it is the most easy and agreeable thing in the 
wodd to believe oneself '^ heir to a great fortune. 
And yet, after all, it was very strange ; strange to 
have been for so many years a person of so much 
consequence without ever suspecting it— to have been 
for 60 many years an object of interest and attention 
to a great lady so many miles off, who all the while 
held in ward for one property to the amount of fifteen 
thousand a year!" So thought Alice, looking very 
serene all the time, whilst Mrs. Franklin herself 
seemed as if she would overwhelm the old gentleman 
by her civilities. 

Mr. Netley, who was naturally given to calcula- 
tion wherever pounds, shillings, and pence were con- 
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sunshiny prospective to her fifteen thousand a year, 
took on his part a retrospective glance at five-and* 
thirty years of unpaid income— in fiict, ever smoe the 
time of the late Sir Sampson's death, and hinted, in 
the politest manner possible, something to that pur* 
poae. Mr. Twisleden, spite of all his proCessionai 
tact, looked momentarily confused, but Alice and her 
mother tmanimously disclaimed all such thoughts 
They were at this moment too grateful-^too mndi 
penetrated with uhivetsal charity, to dream of making 
any claim whatever of such a nature ; they wondered 
at Mr. Netley with great warmth ; and ha, good old 
man, like a child reproved for its offidousnesa, re« 
mained submissively silent, whatever his own thoughts 
might be. 

Alice Franklin received at once into the very 
depth of her soul the agreeable and flattering con- 
sciousness that she was the undoubted and undia* 
puted heiress of Starkey, of whi^h she had heard so 
much; that she was greater even than the great 
Lady Thicknisse herself; that she could command 
from this day forth fifteen thousand a year; that 
she* was fit to mate with an earl, and, moreover, that 
she was young and beautiful — all which combined to* 
gather were enough to turn a head mudi wiser, and 
to warp a mind much stronger, than Alice Frank* 
lia's. Without, however, censuring Alice, we appeal 
to thee^ gentle reader : was not all this somewhat too 
great a trial for any human nature whatever ? But 
we will leave that question, and rstnm to Alias. 

Whatever her secret feelings might be, and how* 
ever in the end all this great good4artane vofjloit 
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operate upon her character, nothing could be more 
^gmeefal and becommg than her demeanour at the 
present time. She looked her loveliest ; she looked 
like one high-born and high-bred — like one who, far 
above the station which she had hitherto occupied, 
would dignify that to which she was now called. 
Mr. Twisleden, old man as he was, felt himself quite 
captivated by her ; whilst, had he been an archangel 
descended direct from heaven, he could not have been 
made more of than he was by them all. 

What, daring this while, were Alice's feelings 
towards Henry Maitlaiid ? Ah ! it is hard to say. 
She was not a girl who, out of the abundant warmth 
and generosity of her own heart, had been attached 
to her lover, not only for his own excellence, but 
because he was so deeply devoted to her. Alice 
thought herself superior to most women, and even had 
she been without expectations from her uncle Netley, 
she would still have thought that she honoured Mait- 
land in promising him her hand ; but now, she felt 
as much above him as heaven is above earth. In- 
voluntarily she thought of her broken ring, and then, 
in the natural remembrance of his great affection for 
her, she wished he had loved her less, because she 
knew how easy it would be for hei*self to dissolve the 
bond between them. Her uncle, too, though he said 
nothing, thought on the same subject, and said to 
himself, " I always knew she would never marry 
poor Maitland ! " 

" Alice, my love," — said her mother to her that 
night, after they had made hasty preparations to 
accompany Mr. Twisleden to Starkey the next mom- 
Ivgf *^ you should leave a note for Henry ; he was 
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to have gone with us, you know, to the Opera to- 
morrow night ; it will be such a surprise to him ! 
Your uncle can take the letter. I wish you could 
have seen him before you had gone, — but 4hen, yoa 
know, he can follow us to Starkey." 

*' Oh, no !" said Alice, coldly and proudly — think- 
ing, as it were, aloud. 

" You are the mistress of Starkey, my dear," re- 
turned her mother. '' You liave a right to invite 
any one there, more especially Henry, Lady Thick- 
nisse will like him, my dear." 

^ ^' Mr. Maitland must wait my pleasure," said 
Alice, in an under voice, and then sat down to write 
a hasty note, which she intended to be kind, but 
which, after all, was cold. 

" Well, I declare, after all, " said Mrs. Franklin, 
as they drove along the North road the next morn- 
ing, ^^ you never wrote a note to Elizabeth Durant, 
as you said you would. Poor thing ! I am afraid she 
will take it unkind — and I would not for the world, 
Alice," added she, ^^ that you should appear to neglect 
your friends," 

Alice had been thinking of the omission with regret 
herself; " But I really was so occupied yesterday," 
said she, ^^ I had no time for anything. My uncle 
Netley will call on her, I am sure ; he will want 
something to do now we are gone. Poor Elizabeth!" 
added she with a sigh, thinking with a feeling akin 
to deep compassion on her hopeless industry, which 
just kept her above want, and that was all. 

Let us turn now for a moment to Henry Maitland. 
Had a thunderbolt fallen on him, he could not have 
experienced a greater shock than he did on receiving 
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Alice's note. It gave him no pleasure, mnch as lie 
loved her. Could he himself have endowed her with 
fifteen thousand a year, he would not have envied the 
richest monarch in £urope. As it was, it seemed to 
him that this rich inheritance at once placed an im* 
passable gulf between them ; and all that the kind 
old Nehemiah Netley could do, could not remove the 
load of suspicion and uncertainty from his soul. 

Mr. Netley had set out intending to go to Elizas 
beth Dufant's as soon as he had made this call ; but 
he remained for hours with Henry, and then came in 
Henry's father, the rich old silversmith. Very diffe- 
rent, indeed, was the effect of this strange news on 
him. It was impossible for him to take any other 
than a golden view of everything ; he saw at once his 
son as the husband of Alice, the possessor of Starkey, 
and began to turn over in his mind all kind of schemes 
and plans for endowing him worthily. He would 
make a transfer of funded property to him ; he would 
make a deed of gift that very day ; he would liberate 
him from every connexion with trade, excepting in 
as much as subsequent share of profits would go. Mr. 
Henry Maitland the elder was generosity's self ; he 
had always liked Alice ; he fairly adored her now ; 
and declared that he would himself make her the 
present of such a ring as would be worthy the accept- 
ance of the heiress of Starkey. The idea of any 
change of feeling on her part never once entered his 
head. 

There is something wonderfully infectious in a 
cheerful spirit. Henry could not help being influ- 
enced by his father, and he, too, began to indulge in 
bright and joyous hopes. The two old gentlemen. 
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therefore, went by themselves to the Opera, and he 
remained at home, to pour ont all his soul in a letter 
to Alice at Starke j. 

The first news which any of the London friends 
had from Starkey was in a letter from Mi-s. Betty to 
Elizabeth Durant, and was as follows :— 

" Starkey^ Oct 27. 

*' The first calm moments, my dear young friend, 
which I can command, I dedicate to you, in order 
that you and your good mother may be duly informed 
of the painful and distressing event which has just 
occurred. My sister-in-law is dead— died last evening 
about six o^clock. 

** But in order that you may have a clear idea of 
this melancholy afi^air, I will endeavour to give you a 
detailed account of all that has happened since my 
last. In my own mind, I must confess that I was 
not at all satisfied with the trick that was put on Sir 
Lynam — it seemed to me at the time like a tempting 
of Providence ; but I did not feel it my place to 
interfere, because Lady Thicknisse had always been 
used to her own ways, and took interference ill from 
any one. 

" The report that she was dead spread far and 
wide, as was but natifral, and upon which she never 
could have calculated, so much annoyed and troubled 
did she appear by it. She had hoped, no doubt, that 
Sir Lynam would have evinced some sorrow ; she 
had a hankering, it is my opinion, to be again recon- 
ciled with him, and she wished to make this the 
occasion of it ; but however that in reality might be, 
she was extremely wounded by his conduct^ and ^V 

b2 
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into a yery irritable state of mind. Then, too, there 
was a deal of necessary excitement about making Sir 
Timothy's will known, although as yet that was only 
done in her own household, as it were ; and although 
she had all needful documents prejiared, and at hand 
for use whenever she might determine upon taking 
these decided steps, yet still there was a deal to be 
done at last ; and then, when everything really was 
ready for Mr. Twisleden to set off on his journey to 
London, whether she was timid or undecided, or 
whether she had misgivings, I know not, but certain 
it was the carriage was ordered out four different 
times before she would finally consent to Mr. Twisle- 
den going. Poor lady [ it had been her intention for 
tnany yeai-s to retain firm possession of the property 
till her death ; she was now, as it seemed, about to 
g^ve it out of her hands during her lifetime. It seemed 
even to me at that time a hazardous step, as far as 
her own interests went^ although I confess that, as a 
question of right, it was no more than her duty. 
However, an awful Providence was at work in it all, 
and whatever He does is best. 

^'At five o'clock in the evening, just as it was ' 
getting dusk, Mr. Twisleden set off post to London j 
she sat up till twelve — although she had prayers as 
usual, at ten,, and then went to bed. At three, how- 
ever, she rang her bell violently, and ordered an 
es^ress to be prepared instantly, to ride for life and 
death to London after Mr. Twisleden, with a letter, 
which she must have written during the night. She 
breakfasted at eight on chocolate, as usual, and seemed 
tolerably calm ; but at eleven she had a sudden apo- 
/>Jectlc fit, which affected the whole of one side, and 
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depriyed her of speech. Dr. Law, who was imme- 
diately summoned, was in the utmost alai-m, and gave 
no hope whatever of her life in case of a second 
attack, which he apprehended. Mr. Vesey was sent 
for, and administered the sacrament, which, though 
she was quite speechless, she took with apparent com- 
fort, which was an unspeakable satisfaction to me. 
Dr. Law remained with her during the night. The 
next day she made signs for pen, ink, and paper, 
which were given her. She made inquiries whether 
any tidings had been received from Mr. Twisleden. 
Poor lady ! she had lost all consciousness of time, and 
seemed' greatly surprised to find he had been gone, 
comparatively speaking, but a few hours. She seemed 
very restless and uneasy in her mind, but would com- 
municate nothing either to Mr. Vesey or the physi- 
cian. All her thoughts were of Mr. Twisleden and 
the express which she had sent after him. My idea 
was that the letter, which she had sent thus, was to 
countermand her directions to Mr. Twisleden, and 
that she was now uneasy at having done so, which 
idea seemed justified by what followed. On the fourth 
day she had, in part, recovered her speech ; and a 
letter arriving that evening from Mr. Twisleden, she 
expressed great eagerness to know its contents. I 
steadied her head between my hands to enable her to 
read it. Mr. Twisleden stated that his mission had 
been most successful, and that himself and the young 
heiress would be at Starkey in a couple of days at 
most after the receipt of this. He said nothing of 
the letter which she had sent express after him ; he 
either had not received it, or had not acted upon 
it. Mr. Twisleden's letter seemed to give her great 
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saiisfaction. ' It is all right ! ' said she ; 'all right ! 
I shall die in peace/ She then ordered hei-self to 
be raised in bed, sent for her house- steward and 
housekeeper to her bedside, and gave orders to them 
to get all in readiness for the reception of their new 
mistress. It was a very affecting thing ; her voice 
was unsteady, and she spoke with difiiculty, but her 
mind was clear and calm ; there was, too, a gentle- 
ness and a collectedness in her eye, which assured my 
mind that she was at peace with her own conscience. 

" ' Get all things ready,' said she to her servants, 
' for this is a greater guest who is now coming than 
has ever been received since the days of the late Sir 
Sampson. I shall not be long with you,' said she. 
* I am on my way to another mansion, which, I trust, 
is also prepiured for me. Your new mistress is on the 
way ; she, even now, approaches the door. The 
young and the old have very different ways : things 
will be changed here — with new masters come new 
manners ; but, my friends,' said she, ' be as faithful to 
your new mistress as you have been to me — and may 
Grod bless you ! ' 

" There was not a dry eye amongst us. The two 
good old servants kissed her hand, and wept like 
children. Nobody, of coui'se, made any reply to 
her ; and those were her last words. 

" Two hours afterwards she had a second attack ; 
and at three o'clock the next day died — ^}'es, at the 
very moment when the carriage drove into the court 
which brought us our new mistress. 

" This has been, as you may believe, a great shock 
to me — ^bat God's will be done 
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" October 29. 

** I have been prevented finishing my letter by a 
■light attack of indisposition ; and now, two days after 
my former date, I take up my pen to conclude. 

*' My poor sister-in-law is to be interred next Thurs- 
day Miss Franklin, who i^>pear8 wonderfully collected 
and clear-headed for so young a person, has ordered 
the greatest honours to be paid to the remains of her 
predecessor. Wo hear that Sir Lynam has given it 
out that he shall appear as chief mourner — ^a piece of 
audacity which surprises me even-fai him. Miss 
Pranklin — I cannot call her Alice, as I used to do in 
my letters to you, for her manners even to me, her 
mother's old friend and your godmother) do not en- 
courage such familiarity. — Miss Franklin, then, seemed 
At first greatly shocked and affected by the death of 
my poor sister-in-law. ^ It made her arrival at 
Starkey ill-starred,' she said ; nor will she see the 
corpse, which, perhaps, is only natural, for the young 
shrink, as if instinctively, from death and pain. 

^ It was upwards of forty years since I had seen 
her mother : we were then young girls at school ; 
and afterwards, as you have heard, kept up a young 
lady friendship and correspondence, which lingered 
on for ten years, and then died a natural death — 
until some little revived by your acguaintance with 
her and her daughter through my means. I still see 
lome traces of her early self, especially in the eyes. 
She.looks remarkably well for her years, and is cer- 
iainly, as you say, very stout. 

*' Great changes will, no doubt, be made at Starkey, 
but as yet nothing is said of what kind. Miss Frank- 
lin, I dare say, does not at all know yet what she 
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will do. I see very little of her, as she keeps very 
much in her own room. Her harp is come down, 
and I Uave heard a very sweet voice accompanying it. 
She is very handsome, and seems remarkably well- 
instructed ; but there is something cold in her man* 
nera, which, in one so young, does not quite please 
me ; but, after all, I find she is not so young as I at 
first supposed her. I fear, however, that she is too 
calculating and prudential to be veiy amiaUe — but 
we shall see. Such a mistress as this will make 
Starkcy far and wide renowned. 

^^ My spirits are by no means good at this time. 
I have many fears and misgivings, I hardly know 
why. I fear changes of any kind. I am an old 
woman, and for the remainder of my days I covet 
rest. It would pain me extremely to leave Starkey, 
I was bom here ; I have lived all my days here ; 
this place seems a part of myself; and I feel that it 
would be like sundering mind and body to remove 
me. For upwards of forty years 1 have slept in one 
chamber. 1 am foolish as a child, for the very knots 
in the boarded floor, and the very cracks in the 
window-panes, are to me like old friends. But God's 
will be done. Man proposes and He disposes ; that has 
ev^r been the ordination of things, and it is best. 
" Yours ever, my dear god-daughter, 

*' Betty Thics:nissb." 

** P.S. — I should think there is no doubt but that 
Miss Franklin will respect the will of her prede- 
cessor; for though, perhaps, in the eye of the law, she 
had no right to will any part, even of her own savings, 
still I think what few annuities there were she will 
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oontinue, though I am distressed to find no mention 
in the will of annuities, not even your dear mother s ; 
and what few legacies and such like she has bequeathed 
to old servants, will and ought to be paid." 

*' What changes will the new mistress of Starkey 
milke ? " said Mrs. Betty, anxiously, to herself; and 
^' What changes will she make ? " asked the alarmed 
Mrs. Durant, aloud, to her daughter ; '^ What's to 
become of me, for you see the old lady has made no 
provision for me — or if Alice should not continue the 
annuity ? " 

*' Prosperity mostly makes a young heart gene* 
rons," said Elizabeth. '^ I think, besides, that Alice 
never would discontinue your annuity. Slie knows, 
as well as we do, how important it is to you." 

*' And yon remember her wish the other night," 
said Mr. Netley, who had entered unperct-ived, and 
who had heard her last w ords. " You remember how 
she wished it might be in her power to benefit you." 

Mr. Netley had heard of Lady Thicknisse's death, 
and he brought now a newspaper with him, containing 
an account of this ^^ Immense and Unexpected In- 
heritance," as it was headed. 

** Neither I nor Henry Maitland have yet heard 
^m her," said the old gentleman. " My niece 
Franklin wrote on their arrival. I^want Henry to 
go down there next week." 

*'And you," said Elizabeth, "will not you go tool** ' 

**No, no," returned he, " I shall wait and see how 
she goes on ; prosperity tries people more than ad- 
Ternty ; and if site don't please me I shall never go 
near her." 
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CHAPTER V. 

A PATERNAL SCHEME FRUSTRATED. 

Long before this extraordinary ease of '^ Irnmemt 
ftnd Unexpected Inheritance" had been spread by the 
newspapers through the length and breadth of Eng- 
land, it reached the ears of the old lawyer, Sir Thomas 
Dorant ; and no sooner had he become acquainted 
with it, than he thought his own thoughts on it, and 
schemed his ovm schemes. 

But before we make known the old lawyer*s specu- 
lations, we must introduce to our readers his son 
Philip, in the midst of his little household. 

Sir Thomas and his son were of very opposite 
chai-acters, besides which^ the former was one of those 
fathers whose affection seems to cool towards their 
sons as they approach manhood. Perhaps they fear in 
them a sort of rival, or perhaps, having no longer the 
same influence and mastery over them as when they 
were boys, they regard them as insurgents, who, to be 
kept in order, must be kept under with the strong 
arm of power. However that might be, Sir Thomas^ 
who had doted on his son as the apple of his eye in 
childhood, had now to all appearance not only east 
him off to fate, but had steeled his heart sted&sdy 
against him ; whilst all this time one of the most 
striking characteiistios of the son mea the most re* 
markable attachment to his father. Blind to his 
fiuilts he certainly was not, but his affection for him 
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was almoit an instinctive passion. The disunion with 
his father hung like a cloud over his existence. 

One of the crowning offences of the son had been 
the befirknding the incendiary, Richard Durant. 
Obe Sttsnnderstanding grew upon another, and at last 
#kkiiBed to what appeared an irreconcileable breach ; 
waiy sabsequently, after several unhappy months of 
diseord) Philip left his fathers hou^c, determined to 
commence his own professional care^T untrnnimelled, 
and,' if possible, unoffendingly, and tike whatever op- 
portunities offered of reconciliation. Mont lip, however, 
upon months went on, and Sir Thomas, offended by 
his son's independence, which to him looked like 
defiance, seemed more than ever to set his face 
against him. 

Philip, as we have seen, in the meantime married ; 
it was the most unwise step he could have taken, as 
Elizabeth's mother had said over and over again, more 
particularly as, whatever other qualities the young 
wife might boast of, she had neither fortune nor cor- 
nexions to recommend her. 

Philip Durant was not worldly-wise, and in marry- 
ing he must have done it either uncounting of conse- 
quences or in defiance of them. Still, as yet, although 
he had carefully kept his marriage from the know- 
ledge of his father, he had not repented of it. Recon- 
ciliation with his father, it seemed to him, would 
make his earthly felicity complete ; and the more ho 
Idflsed his own infant son, the more did his heart warm 
towards his own parent. 

Gertrude, Philip's young wife, was sitting one 
morning beside her sleeping child, when her husband 
entered the room. 
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" You look happy, dearest," said she ; " you must 
be the bearer of good news." 

"A note from my father/' said he, "bids me 
come to him this evening ; this is the first step he 
has himself made. I cannot help prognosticating 
good/' 

" Ah ! if he will but be kind to us — iF he will but 
let me love him," said she. " I never knew my owa 
father ; but I could love yours with all the affection 
of a daughter ; and this sweet child of ours — " said 
she, lifting the light covering from his face : " Is your 
father fond of children, Philip ? " 

Philip stooped down and kissed his boy ; he re- 
membered when he had been a little child, and had 
sat on his fkther's knees, and the thought filled his 
eyes with tears. 

" Sharpie brought the note to me/' said he, after a 
pause, " and said that now was the true time for 
Teconciliation. I never liked the man/' said he, 
*' never believed him my frifend ; but my father has 
not hitherto made any advances, and 1 augur well 
from this/' 

" Perhaps he feels his health decline," said Ger- 
trude. " Affection which has been cool in middle 
life often revives with age or infirmity. Oh, how 
happy we would make your father, would he but let 
us ! I would so patiently bear any ill-humour from 
him ; I would indulge all his whims ; I would sing 
to him, I w^ould play to him — you say he is fond of 
music. I would teach my boy to love him/* continued 
she, affection lighting up her whole being ; " I woul^ 
teach him to sooth him — to win his very soul from 
him, as children only can ! Oh, Philip, how we will. 
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all love that dear old man, and how happy we will 
make him ! " 

Philip kissed his wife, and, filled with happy hopes, 
liastened to his father as soon as the day began to 
dai'ken. 

Sir Thomas sat in his dingy old room, among his 
old Iftw-books and papers as he had done years before, 
when his son entered. 

" We'll let bygones he bygones," said the father, 
returning the pressure of his son s hand somewhat 
warmly. ^^ I want to speak to you now with regard 
to the future." 

Philip seated himself, and awaited, not without 
anxiety, his father's words. 

^' You have heard," said he, '^ of the inheritance 
which has so unexpectedly come to the daughter of 
Mrs. Franklin — to your cousin Alice 1 " 

Philip replied in the affirmative. 

** You had some little fancy for her some years ago," 
said the father ; " perhaps have so, even yet." 

^ Miss Franklin is a very handsome girl," remarked 
Philip, no little alarmed at the tendency of his 
father's words. 

" That's cool," said Sir Thomas ; " but look you, 
Philip, it is my will and pleasure that you marry 
this same Alice Franklin." 

** 1 know what Starkey is," continued he, seeing 
bis son indisposed to answer. ^^ Mrs. Franklin will 
make no objection to the match; you are good- 
looking enough, and on good terms, I make no 
doubt,, with them all. I can make the match worth 
trim the attention of the lady of Starkey." 



* 
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*^ This is what yoa have to propose to me ? ** siud 
Philip. 

" On these conditions," returned the father, " I 
will overlook what is past. Yon hesitate ; you aie 
low in the world, Philip ; you want money ; that 
shall matter nothing, I will provide for you amply." 

" I cannot comply with your conditions," returned 
Philip ; " I cannot maiTy Alice Franklin." 

*' Cannot ! " repeated his father. " I say you shall. 
Maybe," added he after a moment's pause, ^*you 
have some foolish love-affair in hand. This is not 
the age of romance, Philip; every one looks to 
himself. In a month's time Alice Franklin will 
bo beset with suitors. Come, now, be wise : yoa 
have won both the mother and daughter by all your 
fine notions of honour and integrity; your very 
quarrel with me, and the occasion of it, made 
them think all the better of you. I am getting old, 
Philip," said he in a milder voice. *' I have laid out 
plans for my old age. I will re-build Stanton 
Combe — Starkey is a fine estate. There has been 
disunion long enough between us." 

Philip covered his face with his hands, for his 
father's words had touched him deeply. 

" I did not think, Philip," said the old lawyer, 
*' that you would have needed all this. I thought 
you loved me." 

'^ Alice is engaged to another," at length said he, 
glad to find an impediment, and not strong enough 
at that moment to avow the truth as regarded himself. 

"Engaged, is sheT' returned Sir Thomas, with a 
meer. " The Alice Franklin of yesterday," said he. 
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*' is not the Alice Franklin of to-day ; the heiress of 
Starkey will have other views in marriage than the 
heiress of old Netley of Ludgate-hill ! But," said 
he, dropping his voice into a whisper which had 
something fearful in it, '^ perhaps the impediment lies 
in yourself; perhaps the sister of Richard Durant. — ** 

" No," said Philip ; " no such engagement exists, or 
ever has existed, between me and Elizabeth Durant." 

"Good!" returned his father. "I believe you; 
those woi*ds have the tone of truth in them : and Til 
tell you what, Philip; I know how poor, how 
miserably poor, are the Durants. Do you marry the 
heiress of Starkey, and I w41I take care of the 
Durants myself. On my word, — and I never forfeited 
my word, — I will settle two hundred a-year on 
mother and daughter, and all prosecution of the son 
Bhall cease. Bygcmes shall be bygones ! " 

Poor Philip ! he walked up and down the room 

in fearful communion with himself. Then was the 

time, if such a time were ever to come, in wliich he 

was to repent of his marriage. He saw in quick 

mental vision things as they might have been ; the 

beautiful Alice Franklin as his wife, and himself as 

the possessor both of Starkey and Stanton Combe ; he 

saw speedy reconciliation with his father, and ease 

and worldly prosperity around him. On the other 

hand, and what was it? a dreaded secret to bo 

unfolded. — his fathers wrath— his curse perhaps, 

which would strike him down from the verge of 

union on which he now stood. He glanced at his 

father, and saw his gray hair and his thin cheek, and 

a. tide of affection, such as he had never felt before, 

rushed over his soul towards him. O that he 

y2 
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might hare thrown himself at his feet, have erared 
his forgiyeness, and have annulled the past ! So 
reasoned the weaker part of his nature. Then he 
thought on the love, the heautv, the patience, the 
goodness' of Gertrude— of what she had hitherto 
heen to him-— of what she would yet be ; he thought 
of her with her mild, angelic beauty — ^the mother of 
his boy ; he thought of her in the midst of poverty, 
and then he thought of Alice Franklin and Starkey ; 
and his warm, affectionate heart clung to hiis wife* 

'' Father," said Philip, re-seating himself, and 
speaking in a clear, low voice, ^^ I am married ; I 
am not only married, but I am a father." 

Sir Thomas looked as if he did not credit his 
senses. 

'* Yes," said Philip, « what I tell you is true. I 
am married. Be a father to us, to me, to my wife, 
and my boy ! God in heayen knows/' said he, "• how 
earnestly I have longed for reoonciliation with you, 
and for your blessing ! Refuse it not to us ! Let me 
bring my wife and child to you, let us kneel down 
before you and receive your blessing ! You are 
getting old, father ; let us love you — let us make 
your home rich in love— let us gather about your old 
age affection and joy." 

" Married, are you 1" returned Sir Thomas, in a 
Toice of concentrated displeasure ; ^' I tell you, then, 
I will not see your wife. As you have brewed so 
you may bake; and further than this, I tell yon 
that I will not exchange a word with you. Yon 
may starve ; you may die— you and yours, and I will 
not waste thought upon you." 

'' Father !" exdaimed Philip. 
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**I have nothing more to say," intemipted Shr 
Thomas, rising, and pale with passion ; " not a word. 
Henceforth you and I have nothing in common ;" and 
with these words he left the i*oom. 

Philip sat he knew not how long in that room. 
A throng of agitating feelings rushed through his 
hoflom. He knew his father too well to hope for 
reconciliation now, if at all ; yet, strange as it may 
seem, never did he court it so much as then. Never 
had he felt before how capable his heart was of 
affection towards his parent, and how strong his 
affection really was. The human heart lives through 
a long experience in but a short space of time. 
Philip Durant seemed then most emphatically to 
learn all that man owes to man in every relationship 
of life; what parent owes to child, what child to 
parent, and what husband and wife are to each other. 
It was a baptism of affection and agony, which called 
ferth and strengthened every human sentiment in 
his soul. 

The sound of his father's heavy coach drawing up 
to the door recalled him to himself. 

8ir Thomas and his son passed from the house at 
the same moment, without exchanging a word ; the 
one entered his carriage, the other walked slowly 
homeward. 

"Drive on for a quarter of an hour," said Sir 
Thomas to the footman who waited at the steps for 
directions. 

" Which way ? * asked the man. 

*' No, drive first to Doctors' Commons," said Sir 
Thomas. 

** W hat mad prank has your father been play- 
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ing?" asked Nehemiah Nctley of Philip the next 
morning, as he entered his cliambers with the morning 
paper in his hand. "Of all fools," said he, " there 
are none like old ones ! " and, laying the paper before 
him, he pointed to a particular paragraph. 

Philip read, but not aloud : " Romance in real 
Life. — A most extraordinary marriage took place 
last night, about eight o'clock, the particulars of 
which, as nearly as can be gathered from report, are 
as follows : — 

*' Sir T — D — t, a lawyer of the oldest standing 
and reputation, and who, according to the opinion of 
gentlemen of the long robe, is not very far from the 
bench itself, having had a misunderstanding w^ith his 
son, who, as report says, has married without the 
consent of his father, resolved likewise to take unto 
himself a wife, and that without consent of the son. 
Accordingly, having possessed himself of a special 
license, he ordered his coachman to drive along the 
streets of London for half an hour, by his watch, and 
then to stop at the comer of the first street which 

presented itself, and which happened to be , 

Here the learned gentleman alighted, having made a 
vow, as he afterwards declared, to marry the first 
woman he met who would take a husband on such 
conditions. We presume some little discrimination 
was used, however, on the occasion ; for the young 
lady to whom ' the question was thus abruptly 
popped,* is, we hear, very pretty — one Mary- Ann Jones, 

barmaid at the Golden-Cross tavern, in street. 

The young lady in question having listened to the 
learned gentleman, and finding no objection to a hus- 
band with a baronet's title, and no small wealth into 
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the bargain, consented, nothing loth. The happy pair 
adjourned therefore to the carriage, which was in 
waiting, and being driven to tlie Golden-Cross tavern, 

were united by the clergyman of St. , who was 

sent for on the occasion, and who received, we hear^ 
no small fee for his services. 

" The happy bridegroom is, we understand, eighty- 
two, and the blooming bride eighteen." * 

Poor Philip felt sick at heart as he read the Tulgar 
slang of this astounding paragraph. , In the agony 
of the moment he thought of New Zealand, Van 
IHemen's Land, an4 the wilds of America, with in- 
tense longing. 

^^Oh that I, and Gertrude, and the child mm 
there ! — were anywhere but here, to be a laaghinjf- 
stock to the vulgar, — to be crushed, and punished^ 
and humiliated thus, by one that we would have died 
for !" said he, with an aching heart. 

* A marriage contracted under precisely these circnmstaneet 
occurred about forty years ago in London. The author does not 
recollect the name of tlie gentleman ; the girl he married, how- 
ever, vras one Sarah Becket, a barmaid at a tavern in the City. 
Her mother was well known to the author, and lived in an 
almshouse at Uttoxeter. The marriage, as would be most pro- 
bable, was an unhappy one. The wife's conduct was bad, and 
After a year or two she was separated from her husband, on a 
•mall annuity. The author has frequently seen her when on a 
visit to her mother, to whom she was kind : she was then near 
forty, a stout, showy woman, the very personification of tawdry 
▼olgarity. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

TWO RIVAL LOVERS AND AN ACHING HEART. 

Ab a sudden and violent shock will at once restore 
a drunkatd to his sober senses, so did the actual state 
of affiun at Starkey operate on the prodigal Sir 
Lynam Thicknisse. His first sentiment, perhaps, 
wu indignation at the trick which had been put 
upon him; and most desperate were the vows of ven- 
][{eiiiiee he uttered upon the agent of this trick, poor 
mH Mr* Twialeden. To the surprise of his friends, 
kflwever, this spirit of resentment died away after 
the first ebullition, and then he sunk into what ap- 
peared sullen quiescence. 

His jolly friends rallied him ; jeered liim ; tried to 
make him think light of what had happened ; poured 
out wine for him ; rattled the dice in his ears ; sung, 
laughed, and talked ; but Sir Lynam remained sad 
and serious. He who had never been thoughtful 
before, pondered deeply now, and the more he thought, 
the more changed were the views he took of all that 
surrounded him,-^4iay, even of himself ; new objects 
of ambition started up before him — nevr desires were 
created in him. 

Sir Lynam, however he had acted the part of a 
prodigal, was no fool, nor was he one infirm of pur- 
pose ; he thought and thought, and for three whole 
days, apart from his friends, took council with him- 
self and determined his plans of action. 
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On the day before that fixed upon for the inter- 
ment of the late Lady Thicknisse, therefore, he in- 
vited all his friends to dine with him ; and the greatest 
rejoicing was occasioned among them in consequence, 
for all naturally supposed that he had overcome hi^ 
vexation, and was now about to drown its memory in 
wine. 

There never had been a more sumptuous dinner 
provided in that hunting-lodge than on that day, and 
at six o'clock Sir Lynam sat down with his fHends, 
not one of whom was not instantly struck and silenced 
by the grave, determined countenance of the host. 

" But he is a wag," said they; " he has some merry 
prank in his head, which is only to come forth ail • 
the brigliter for this show of solemnity." 

Sir Lynam ate with his guests and pledged them— 
bat that sparingly, and spite of the efforts of every 
one to be gay, the dinner was as sad as a funeral feast. 

After dinner, when the attendants w:ere gone, and 
he was left alone with his friends, he thus addressed 
them : — 

" The Sir Lynam Thicknisse," said he, " whom 
yon all knew, is dead ; this is his funeral dinner. His 
heir now stands among you, and asks you to pledge 
his memory." The glasses were all filled, and the 
speaker continued. ^^ The late Sir Lynam, like all 
men, had no doubt his virtues, but his faults m4 his 
follies far outweighed them ; the second Sir Lynam, 
like a wise man, will take warning by the faults of 
his predecessor, — ^lie will retrieve them, he will be his 
counterpart ! Gentlemen, you all knew Sir Lynam 
the first— perhaps you loved him. He gambled, he 
drank, he spent freely, he lived only for the present 
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hour, and so that that was gay he troubled himSelf 
no farther. Gentlemen, Sir L3rnam the first had 
bad councillors — ^Iiad reckless, profligate associates ; 
they drank his wine, they spent his money, they 
made him lose a goodly inheritance. Sir Lynam the 
second is wiser than his predecessor. He will none 
of these ! He will spare where the other spent ; he 
will drink water where the other drank wine ; he will 
go to church where the other went to the tavern ! The 
friends of the first Sir Lynam can be none of his ! 
Gentlemen, let us drink to his memory." 

The glasses were emptied, emptied in silence — for 
all were ofl^nded and confounded, and knew not what 
to say ; and after a pause Sir Lynam again spoke. 

** Gentlemen, the present Sir Lynam is no more 
the past than to-day is yesterday. In the name of 
the late Sir Lynam, I thank you for your friendship 
to him — my way of life will henceforth be changed, 
and I need you not ; I have taken council with 
myself, and I find that I need you not ! 

^' It is inhospitable to dismiss a guest before he 
18 ready to depart ; it is likewise a breach of good 
manners for a guest to stay when the host is weary 
of him. A good- night to you therefore, gentlemen, 
and a pleasant journey, whenever you may depart ! 
For myself, I go to Starkey to-morrow, to attend the 
funeral of the late Xi&dy Thicknisse;* and with these ^ 
words, and a low b^w. Sir Lynam left the room. 

If there had been profound silence during his pre- 
sence, a clamour of tongues succeeded his departure. 
That he was in the most resolute earnest, admitted 
not of a doubt ; but how strange was this conduct !— 
this abrupt dismissal of them — how unlike him- 
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self! The gay, reckless, random Sir Lynam, how 
was he changed ! All were disappointed, all were 
in despair — for there was not one of them who could 
afford to lose a lavish patron like him. How inhos- 
pitahle, how nngentlemanly, how queer it was! 
The hutler, the valet, and many another servant too, 
was summoned — and '^ Is Sir Lynam mad, or is he 
drunk, or is this some trick of his?" were questions 
which assailed them ; but the butler and the valet, 
and every domestic about the place, had his grievance 
to eomplain of too — for all had received their dis- 
charge. The groom told that the hunters were to 
be sold ; the butler that the wine must be going to be 
sold top, for that Sir Lynam had himself taken count 
of every bottle; the valet said that a suit of the 
deepest mourning had come home for his master, and 
that he would not look even at the new suits which 
had just come down from London two days before. 
The lodge, they said, was to be shut up, and they 
had a notion that Sir Lynam was going to live at the 
parson's. 

"God in heaven!" exclaimed the friends, and 
drank deeply that night at leasts to indemnify them- 
selves for the future. 

Sir Lynam Thicknisse, in his carriage, followed 
the hearse of his deceased relative as chief mourner, 
and the day after he besought permission to pay his 
respects to the new lady of Starkey, 

Alice had heard for years of the wild Sir Lynam, 
and knew of his last act of disregard and disrespect 
to her predecessor ; great, therefore, was her surprise 
at his appearance at the funeral — greater still at 
his introaioa on her privacy, as she now felt his visit 
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to be. She pictured him in her own miud a mde, 
lawless, profligate, who was capable of every incivi- 
lity, and perhaps indecorum, even to her. Never- 
theless she was curious to see him, so gathering her 
mother, Mrs. Betty, and Mr. Twisleden, as a sort of 
body-guaitl about her, she allowed the late heir- 
expectant to present himself before her. She had 
fancied him in person a blustering, red-faced, ne'er- 
do-weel, disreputable- looking person, whom it was 
a sort of discredit to be seen with ; how great then 
was her surprise to see before her a remarkably hand- 
some, slender young man, with a low, prepossessing 
voice, and an expression of the deepest melancholy 
in his countenance, which, together with his mourn* 
ing dress, and the air of almost timidity with which 
he approached her, as if awed by her presence, — tor 
say nothing of the peculiar circumstances under 
which he presented himself before her, — sent a thrill 
to her heart, and an involuntary tear to her eye.- 

Alice's imagination was- instantly excited ; her 
romantic feelings were int€i*ested. This then was the 
person into whose inheritance she had so singularly 
stepped — who had been, as it were, disinherited by 
her! She felt someway as if she had injured him; 
she was sorry for him ; she wished to set him at ease 
with her, to gratify him in some way or other, to 
interest him in herself, to make him think her not 
unworthy of her fortune ; she even wished to gain 
Isome inflaenoe over him. She did not, in short, 
know what exactly were her definite feelings regard- 
ing him ; but, at all events, she never had been more 
charming than she was then. 

A day or two afterwards he made a second call. 
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and that with many apologies for his want of cere- 
mony, in the evening too. Alice graciously accepted 
every apology, and bade him welcome — in truth, she 
was glad to see him. They all sat together like a 
family party. Sir Lynam was perfectly delightful, 
80 much of the gentleman : then, he had travelled so 
much, and could be veally quite entertaining. The 
display of his accomplishments piqued her into exhi- 
biting hers in return. She sat down to her harp, and 
Oh, how bewitching could not Alice look at her harp! 
She found that lofty room suited her voice; she 
thought, at the same moment, that she was mistress 
of that room and of all Starkey, that she was beauti- 
ful, and that Sir Lynam was gazing on her with eyes 
of unspeakable admiration ;*and she sang with a con- 
sciousness of power which electrified even herself. 

Whilst she was singing, however, she thought on 
Henry Maitland, for this was his favourite song. 
*'WcJl, Weill" were her second thoughts: "what 
of him at this moment ? the past and the future are 
alike indistinct ; but for the present — I know what is 
my object at this moment — I must and will gain an 
influence over this man — he shall love me, come 
what will." 

" Good, good I" said the crafty Sir Lynam to him- 
self, as he returned that night to the Thicknisse 
Arms, where two rooms were always reserved for his 
accommodation. " All will go on right. I know what 
X am about. Had she been as ugly as sin 1 would have 
married her : as she is, — lucky Sir Lynam !*' 

" My dear child," said her mother, some few 
weeks afterwards, as they two were sitting together, 
^^ Sir Lynam has just now passed the gates. I bid 
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a beggar on the highway — ^that she were pennileM 
and hoiiielesa, that I might then prove the reality of 
^ly affection for her! Ten thousand times rather 
would I take her as she was, the niece of good old 
Netley, than as the mistress of this proud place ! " 

Once the idea occurred to him of presenting him- 
self before her, and releasing her at once from her 
promise to him. But then came the terrible idea^« 
suppose she accepted his release ; and, Oh, how blank 
—how barren — how desolate would not life be to him 
without her ! He was not heroic enough — or rather, 
perhaps, he was not disinterested enough — to risk his 
happiness on such a throw ; and who can blame him ? 

^' No," said he, in that passionate self-communion ; 
^' faint heart never deserved fair lady ! I will assert 
my own right to her boldly — I will win her if I hav« 
the power ; and when she is mine — loving her for her 
ovnisake as I do — how I will devote myself to making 
her live happy ! Not an angel out of heaven shall 
be happier than I will make her, if a love stronger 
than death can do anything." 

Strengthened by a more worthy self-estimate, and 
with a heart made lighter by the most generous and 
disinterested afifcction, Henry Maitland stood before. 
Starkey on that very evening when Alice, her mother, 
and Sir Lynam were drinking chocolate together. 

Sir Lynam was taking a volume of the Topography 
of Hertfordshire from the shelves as the large New- 
foundland dog, and the mastiff^, and the hound began 
to bark in chorus, as Maitland approached the princi- 
pal entrance. 

'^ And this," said Sir Lynam, leaning down over the 
bock of the sofa on which Alice sat, and presenting the 
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Nx>k open before her ; '* this is tlie view of my house 
in Hertfordshire; this is the soutli front — the avenue, 
which is here just indicated, is a quarter of a mile 
long." 

*^ It is a fine old place," said Alice, turning the 
book to her mother, who was sitting beside her. 

^^ The house is larger than this of Starkey, although 
the estate is less. It is pure Elizabethan — ^you would 
greatly admire it." 

^^ There is so much detail in these old Elizabethan 
edifices," said Alice, again looking at the plate. 

^ A gentleman is here," said a servant, presenting 
a card at the same moment. 

*' Mr. Maitland," said Alice, in a low voice, her 
countenance undergoing a change, and her heart 
beating, but not with pleasure. 

*' Dear me, Mr. Maitland I " repeated her mother, 
in that low, quiet tone which expresses anything but 
welcome ; '^ but he must not be kept waiting, Alice. 
Do bring him," said she to the servant. 

The moment after Maitland entered. To fly to 
her — to clasp her to his heart — was his first impulse, 
spite of the imposing influence of place and circum- 
stance ; for within a room's space of Alice he forgot 
thfit she was mistress of Starkey, and he but a trades- 
man's son. Something, however, far more depressing 
and repelling than wealth and station, had he felt 
these ever so painfully, prevented him from doing 
more than ofiering his hand when they met — and that 
was in Alice herself. It was a miserable meeting ! 

^^ And how are you, Mr. Maitland, and how are 
our London friends ? how are my uncle and Eliza- 
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beth Durant?" asked she, after a moment of awk- 
ward silence. 

" Oh ! for Heaven s sake,** he would have said, 
'* speak not to me of other people, and above all 
things, speak not with that voice ! " ^yit he said it 
not ; he answered her calmly of that which she asked 
for. Sir Lynam stood by her side, as if he had a 
right to be there, and though he said nothing, he 
stared on Maitland as if he wondered what he had 
come for ; and all that tune she said not one word to 
set him at his ease — to make him feel as if he were 
welcome. Never may true lover feel as poor Mait- 
land felt then ! 

About a week after this time Elizabeth received 
the following letter from Mrs. Betty Thicknisse. 

*' Starhei/y November the 15th, 

*' My dear young Friend, — Nothing within the 
last half-century has created such a sensation in this 
part of the country as these late events at Starkey. 

^' Miss Franklin, no doubt, has written to you of 
her way of life here, but still she is too much occupied 
to be a good correspondent ; therefore I shall tell you 
all which I think can interest you, without troubling 
myself as to whether you have heard of it before or 
no. Besides this, I think Miss Franklin, as yet, 
knows not what she is about, or what is going on 
around her. As yet she is like a person who has 
suddenly been hurried up to a vast eminence, and is 
then told to look around and comprehend everything; 
she is out of breath, she neither knows this nor that — 
where she is, nor whether she stands upon firm ground 
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or not. I all this "wliile am like a dweller on the 
hill-top, who, from long observation, and long ac- 
quaintance with the land all round, can say where 
lies this point and where that— on which side lies a 
precipice, and where a morass — and more than that, 
who by looking merely on cloud or mist, or even 
sunshine itself, can say what indicates fair weather 
and what storm. Thus I look on what is passing 
around me, and without venturing to do more than 
whisper now and then a warning word, think to 
myself my own thought, and tremble — ^not for my- 
self, but for one so young, so fair, so inexperienced, 
so tempted, and — ^pardon me, Elizabeth — so faulty 
as yoar friend. 

** Miss Franklin is a young person to please, nay 
almost to fascinate, at first sight : she is the fashion-— 
nay, the very rage here, and every day adds to the 
crowd of her worshippers. All this however is but 
natural ; for so many are striving to win her, from 
interested motives. Starkey never, even in my 
brother s lifetime, was so much visited as it is now. 
My poor sister-in-law is already forgot. You will, 
however, be pleased to know, that her will will in 
every instance be literally fulfilled ; the old servants 
have their choice of remaining in their situations or 
of retiring, and all legacies will be paid« Mr. 
Twisleden is her councillor as much as he was tliat 
of his late mistress ; it is therefore his interest to 
advise the fulfilment of the will, he is himself so 
large a legatee. But Twisleden is an honest and 
good man, and an excellent man of business He 
is as much captivated by his new mistress as any 
of the rest, and, which no little suTpriaes, and 
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I must Bay displeases me, Miss Franklin, in the 
absence of her other worshippers, allows herself to 
seem flattered and gratified by the attentions of poor 
old Twisleden. 

^* I myself receive a legacy of six thoneand pounds, 
which together with my own two thousand will 
amply provide for me, even if I have to leave. As 
yet I suppose I ought not to expect such a thing, for 
it has been intimated to me that the house is large 
enough for us all, and that it is Miss Franklins 
pleasure that I should consider it as my fixed home. 

^' I thought before she came that Mrs. Franklin 
and I should spend much time together ; but forty 
years makes a surprising difference in character. 
Mrs. Franklin, as is quite natural, prefers her daugh- 
ter s company to mine ; and it is much better — in 
factj it is only right that Miss Franklin should 
always have the countenance of her mother in her 
really trying, although flattering circumstances. 

^^ You have heard, no doubt, of the singular con- 
duct of Sir Lynam : he is laying violent siege to the 
heart of the heiress. Had he conducted himself in 
poor Lady Thicknissc's lifetime as he does now, he 
never would have lost Starkey. He is a wonder even 
to me, who know him so well. To see him now, one 
would imagine he had always been the most regular 
liver — the most accomplished of fine scholars. Oh, 
it is absurd to me to see him tui-ning over books of 
elegant literature, and giving his sentiments on such 
subjects, and on painting and the fine arts, as if all 
his days he had been devoted to these things ; and it 
is no use my saying anything, for both she and her 
mother seem willing to be duped. His design I 
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dearly enough understand, he is determined to get 
baok Starkey. Whether he will succeed or not, God 
knows ! Did I not, however, know his real character 
too well to believe this reformation anything but 
artifice, a means to gain an end, I should think 
well, even of a spendthrift and prodigal who had self- 
command and power of resolve enough to reform 
liimaelf thus, but — However, Miss Franklin will not 
tbiow herself away unadvised : there are too many 
atriring for the prize to let any one carry it off 
eaiQy, and Sir Lynam is not a p<^ular man in tiiese 
parta. 

** Nov. 20. — So far I had written, my dear god- 
daughter, last week. I now take up my pen a^yain, 
to pursue my little narrative, and, if possible, to 
finish my letter. 

^^ Last week a lover from London made his ap- 
pearance, Mr. Henry Maitland — he is acquainted 
with you, and I had great pleasure in talking of you 
with him. This young man was, of course, quite a 
fltvanger to me, but I was greatly prepossessed in him 
from the first moment ; and after-observation has in- 
terested me still more. What a difference between 
him and Sir Lynam ! The two both lodged at the 
inn in the village, and I must confess that, while Mr. 
Maitland stayed, I was not without anxiety as to 
what might take place between the two; but Sir 
Lynam is a late riser, and I believe, that excepting 
here, they never met. 

^' I am an old woman, EUaabcth, and I never 
thought I should, at my time of life, have been as 
much interested in any yoong gentleman aa I have 
been in him. 
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'^ Mrs. Franklin herself, In a fit of unusual con- 
fidence, told me the whole affair. They are ashamed 
of the son of a London tradesman now, so they want 
to get rid of him : the daughter takes the same view 
of the affair as the mothet*. These most warmly- 
attached lovers, Elizabeth, are most inconvenient 
things : they cannot be shaken off like a winter gar- 
ment; and now, after I have been consulted and 
counselled with, and they have endeavoured in vain 
to make a partisan of me, it has occasioned a coldness 
between us, which, though I regret, I cannot 
prevent, for if people will solicit my opinion, they 
must take it as they find it. I can very well under- 
stand their mode of reasoning: this Mr. Maitland, 
although gentlemanly looking, and most gentlemanly 
too in his manners, and, by their own showing, 
disconnected with trade in consequence of this 
engagement with Miss Franklin, still is only the 
son of a tradesman, and they are looking much 
higher than that now. He is, therefore, a most 
undesirable and inconvenient person, and must be 
got rid of one way or another. I know nothing, 
however, of what their views are further ; whether 
they are satisfied with Sir Lynam, or whether they 
may bo aspiring higher. I will tell you, however, 
the style of Mrs. Franklin's reasoning, with regard to 
Mr. Mainland. * It never will do,' says she, * to 
have this thing talked of — we must have an end put 
to it as quietly as possible — for otherwise it may be 
of serious disadvantage to Alice. I grant you that 
he is most blindly and passionately in love ; but then, 
he ought himself to see exactly what is the state of 
the case; and it is not generous, I must say, to hold 
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her to her promise, for the engagement, do 3'ou sec, 
was entered into under such different circumstances. 
Alice is not the person she v^'as then : you must see 
it as I do, Mrs. Betty ! Mr. Maitland ought to act 
generously about it, and not to leave all the disagree- 
able part to Alice. It is a most awkward affair,' says 
ahe, ' and then that old Maitland is such a violent 
^rt of pei-son, he will be for prosecuting for breach 
of promise of marriage, or some such thing, and we 
diall have Mr. Henry and Sir Lynam fighting a 
duel ; and these things, you know, would get into 
the newspapers, and that is such a thing ! especially 
where a young girl is concerned. I must get Mrs. 
Twisleden to talk to him ; he is a sensible pei'son, 
and Mr. Maitland ought to be reasonable.' So 
talked Mrs. Franklin, as people talk who are too 
weak to do a wrong thing boldly. 

''Sir Lynam was with Miss Franklin and her 
mother,^ when poor Mr* Maitland came first ; he was 
with them the next day when he came again ; the 
one staid against the other; hour after hour went 
on, callers came and went, and yet the two rivals 
staid. 

*' ' Miss Franklin,' at length said poor Maitland, in 
a tone of determination, ' I shall I'etum to London 
to-morrowy but before I go, I must have half-an- 
hoar's conversation with you alone.' 

'* Sir Lynam looked eager, and seemed as if he 
would himself refuse this for her. 

*' * The evening is fine,' returned she, with an 
appearance of great equanimity, * there is a full 
half- hour before I dress — will you walk with me, on 
the terrace ? ' 
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" The terrace, as you may remember, runs along 
the front of tlie house, and as this took place in the 
library, was exactly in face of the room. Sir Lynam 
took his seat in one of the windows, which appeared 
to me a very impertinent, not to say offensive 
thing ; — whilst I, who, I am free to confess, was no 
little interested, retired to my own room, where, 
unseen, I might still get an occasional glimpse of 
the two. 

^* They walked backward and forward, for some 
time ; they were in deep discourse and spoke low, 
although, it was evident, that it was not without 
great warmth and excitement, on the part of Mait- 
land. In turning, I once caught a glimpse of her 
face ; it was flushed, and she looked both angry and 
distressed. Whether she did not choose to be so 
narrowly observed by Sir Lynam, or whether she 
was now first aware that he was observing them, and 
tihe thus chose to reprove him, I know not ; but after 
having paced the teiTace for some time, she turned 
into a side walk, which led into the shrubbery, and 
thus was lost to the view of the whole house. 

*' The bell rang for dressing ; the bell rang for 
dinner ; half-an-hour passed, and then an hour ; and 
but for the moon, which had risen in the meantime, 
it must have been quite dark, and Alice was not yet 
returned. Mrs. Franklin came up into my room, 
quite alarmed. ' He is such a vident young man,' 
said she, ' I am terrified beyond words f there is no 
knowing what a desperate man may do ! suppose, in 
his madness, he should murder her !' 

*' * She has done very wrong,' said I, 'for I had 
been thinking over the affair, and I was brought up 
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to that pitch in which one speaks oat the truth 
unsparingly ; *' very wrong, indeed, has she done, if 
she has cast off an old tried friend for a hypocrite, 
like Sir Lynam. She will repent of it, one day or 
another, as sure as she is alive !' said I, warmly. 

*' Mrs. Franklin made me no reply, but went out of 
my room with the air of one very much insulted. 

*^ The next moment, as I, myself, left my room, I 
met Alice, coming up the great staircase, — she 
walked slowly, — her thick veil was down over her 
face, and she took not the slightest notice of me in 
passing. She excused herself, on the plea of indis-. 
position, from appearing at dinner, and Sir Lynam 
took his leave. 

^^ Everything that is done now-a-days at the hall is 
soon a subject of village notoriety, and the interesting 
&ct of a handsome lover following the heiress from 
London, and finding a rival in the person of Sir Lynam 
Thicknisse, who is too well known here to be beloved, 
created, as you may imagine, quite an excitement. 

*^ The next day, Mrs. Joplin, the respectable land- 
lady of the Thicknisse Arms, came up with a letter 
which poor Maitland had intrusted to her care for 
Miss Franklin; and Perigord, who you may remember 
is sister to Mrs. Joplin, and who, like everybody else, 
is very angry at the encouragement given here to Sir 
Lynam, brought her up into my room. The good 
landlady's heart was brimful of sympathy for her 
unhappy guest. My best way therefore will be, to 
give you a detailed account of what happened after 
Mr. Maitland left the hall, as much as may be in 
her own words. 

^^^He did not return,' said she, ^last night tiU. 

■ 2 
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after eleren; he looked wretched and ill, and seemed 
like one perplexed and hewildered in a miserable 
dream ; it made my heart ache to see him, and I 
determined to wait on him myself. He threw him- 
self into a chair, and asked for pen, ink, and paper ; 
but when he attempted to write he could not make 
a letter, his hand trembled so/ 

*' ' I wbh to be alone, my good landlady,' said he in 
a tone so mild, yet dejected, that Mrs. Joplin declares 
she could not help crying. * Pardon me. Sir,' said 
she, determined not to seem as if she noticed his agi- 
tation, ^ but I have got a nice little supper for yon, 
a brace of partridgies done to a turn, and an apple-tart 
with a touch of the quince hi it. I have made them 
ready myself, and I *ve some capital old port.* 

^^^What time la itV asked he, taking out Lis 
watch, ' I forgot to wind up my watch last nighty' 
said he. ' Half-past eleven, Sir,' said she, think- 
ing to herself, *' poor dear gentleman, and no wonder 
he forgot to wind up his watch.' 

^ ' I did not think it was so late,' said he, pushing 
aside the pen and paper, ^ you may bring me in tb49 
supper.' 

^^ Mrs. Joplin declares she never took such pains to 
set any meal out so temptingly as she did this, for 
it would have done her good to see him eat. 

** * What time does the London coach go through 
to-morrow ? ' asked he. * At ten o'clock,' she told 
him, and then infoimed him that supper was served. 

*^ *' I have all that is needfuL' said he, glancing afc 
the table. ' 1 thank you, my good landlady ;— my 
bed-room, which is adjoining this, is ready I see ;— 
/ Bball need nothing more,* 
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** * It will be a pleasure to wait on you, Sir,' said 
fihe ; ' do allow me to stay, the smell of the supper 
won*t be pleasant in the room after you*re done.* 

" ' I thank you, I thank you, my good landlady,* 
said he, ^ but I wish to be alone — you will do me a . 
favour by leaving me alone ! ' 

*' ' I wished him good night, and went out without 
another word,* said Mrs. Joplin, 'for thinks I to 
myself, I know now I 'm a great bore to him ; any 
body but him would have cui'sed and sworn in my 
face, and he *8 as mild as an angel. Well, no sooner 
was I out than I heard him quietly bolt the door 
after me, but not with a great riot as if to let me know 
how glad he was 1 was goue, but as quietly as pos* 
Bible that I might not hear it. Now 1 call that,' 
said Mrs. Joplin, ^ showing a very good heart!* I 
quite agreed in her opinion, and so will you. 

" ' I went to bed,' continued she, ' but bless me, I 
could not close an eye ; my bed-room was next to 
that in which he sate, and the wall was but a thin 
one ; and there was he, poor gentleman, walking up 
and down all the livelong night, and all the while 
sighing as if his heart would break. I know how 
it is, said I to myself, yon young lady up at the 
hall has turned off this young gentleman for tliat 
creature Sir LynamI And would you believe it, 
Mrs. Betty/ said she, 'Sir Lynam himself slept in the 
best bed -room on the other side of me, and though 
that wall was of a regular thickness, I could liear him 
snoring away like a pig ! I only wished Miss Franklin 
could have been where I was. I could not help crying,' 
said she, ' as I lay in bed ; but as towards morning all 
seemed quiet in his room I dropped asleep. 



80 TWO RIVAL LOVERS, 

"'About nine o'clock/ continued she, 'his bell 
rang — I answered it myself, and, Lord love you, Mrs. 
Betty, he had not taken bit nor sup; the supper stood 
just as 1 had left it. Oh Lord!' exclaimed I, 
fleeing tills, ' I fear your honour did not relish your 
supper/ ' It was excellent/ said he» ' most excel- 
lent, but I was not well last nighty I had no appetite 
for supper/ 'Ho never had his clothes off that 
night,' said Mrs. Joplin, 'nor had he touched the 
bed ; and never/ said she, ' if 1 live to be a hundred 
years old, shall I forget his countenance/ 

" ' The coach goes at ten, you say,* said he; ' let 
me have a cup of coffee and some dry toast/ * I cleared 
away the supper things,' said she, ' and set him out as 
pretty a little breakfast as I knew how ; ham, and 
anchovy-essence, and everything I thought that give 
a relish. Mighty little, however, did he take ; two 
cups of coffee, a few inches of dry toast, an egg^ and 
that was all/ 

" 'And now my good landlady/ said he, when I had 
cleared all away, ' may I request one favour from 
you ? ' He was as pale as death while he spoke, and 
it seemed to me that it was all that ever he could do 
to keep calm. ' Lord ! Sir,' said I, ' any manner of 
thing ;' and I was every bit as near crying even as 
ho. ' Will you then take charge of a letter— of this 
letter ? ' said he, taking it from his side-pocket ; 'it 
must go to the hall immediately ; I wish it to be de- 
livered into Miss Franklin's hand/ ' I never,' said 
Mra. Joplin, deeply affected as she spoke, 'shall 
forget how he spoke that name ; he made a little 
pause before he could bring it out, and when he had 
iiaid it — Lord ! what an expression came ovor his face. 
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If he had been a woman he must have fainted ; but 
as it was, he seemed to master himself.' ^ And you*ll 
do me a very ^eat favour if you'll undertake this,' 
said he. 'I'll take it myself,' said I, and went 
out that I might not in any way intrude upon him. 

*' ' He paid like a prince,' said Mrs. Joplin, ' and I 
could not help saying t9 him as he was going. There 
is not a gentleman that I would more gladly see again 
than you, and I wish, if ever you come this way again, 
that you may be just as happy as you deserve ! I 
don't believe, however,' continued she, 'that he 
heard or understood what I said, for he looked all the 
time like somebody lost ; and I could not help saying 
to Willis the guainl, who goes all the way to London, . 
Just have an eye, Mr. Willis, to yon handsome 
young gentleman, and if you can show him any 
civility do, for he has some great trouble on his mind, 
and he pays like a prince. This last I put in be«vC« ' 
cause I know Willis, and though he is a good-hearte^ ^ 
kind man, I know he thinks best of ft passenger that 
pays well. 

'' ' Sir Lynam was leaning ovi ASthh twm smokmg 
a cigar as the coach drove off. I saw plain Imough 
a malicious pleasure in his eye ; but the poor London 
gentleman did not see him, and so I did not mind.' 

^ So far, my dear Elizabeth, Mf»' Joplin, and you, 
must pardon all this detail ; it iaterested me, and I 
know it will interest yoirlikkwlte, who knoir this 
unfortunate young gentlcnki bet^ than I do. 

'' Nov. 21. This momine MisS Franklin and her 
mother drove out in the coadi; she was veiled as she 
went from the house to the carriage, nor has she seen 
Sir Lynam to-day. To-morrow she and her mother 
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dine with a small party at General Byerly's, with 
whose family a considei-able intimacy exists. 

^^ Nov. 22. Sir Lynam's groom is again at the gate 
with his masters horse; ho has it appears heen 
admitted to see her. 

" I write no more at this moment, for the sufficient 
reason that my paper is quite fall. 

"Yours, as ever, 

*' Betty Thicknisse." 



CHAPTER VII. 

A BEAUTIFUL SPIRIT, AND TEA WITH A FRIEND. 

f It was the end of November, cold dispiriting 

'Yj^ovcmber. The rich and well-clothed, and amply 

'^^rovided fpr, sitting in warm rooms, without a worldly 

eii*e to disturb thaoii could not resist its influence ; it 

weighed down^BpLtelldLof the anxious, and sent a 



feeliitt akin to-d^Hft fnto the bosom that wanted 
hope, and v^lrile'if chilled to the bone made many a 
*1f * \ooT householder sigh over the price of fuel. 

Philip'Durant, who had gone on the Western Cir- 
cuit ,with the Judges, had not yetTetumed, although 
shortly expected, u^ his young wife sate in their 
small mwn with hqpcMld. Her child was sleeping, 
and her dioughts ij^e wilder husband. 

Therftwas a knoOk iS the door ; the postman brought 
her a letter. Ah !..a let^r from her husband ! Her 
eyes beamed, her cheek flushed, and, by the trem- 
bling anxiety with which the bcdce the seal, had any 
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one been present they might hare seen how dear the 
writer was to her. " Dear Philip," sighed she as she 
dosed the letter, and with a tearful eye, whilst with 
all the humility of true love a prayer filled her heart, 
that God would make her worthy of his love. 

The letter, however, was not a cheerful one, — the 
circuit had been very unproductive to the young bar- 
rister, and his father s strange and foolish maniage, 
which the papers had bruited far and wide, occasioned 
him many a mortification. 

" I am glad," thought she, " that I parted with our 
expensive servant. I will manage with this little 
girl whilst he is away, and when he returns peiliaps 
also we may ; but at all events, I will be more pru- 
dent and careful than ever. Thank God for my 
husband ! I will get his chambera nicely furnished 
for him — as nicely at least as my little means will 
allow; thank Heaven, I am not much known in 
London ; my economy will neither humiliate me, nor 
be injurious to him." 

With tliese thoughts in her heart, she seated hem 
self at her writing-desk, took o#iA quantity of most 
neatly copied manuscript, which after turning over 
and looking through, and making here aa^ there^ia 
word more legible, and then rea^g page mer page, 
in another paii, with deep interest, she in thQend laid 
carefully together, and then tied up in a neat packet. 

" Please God !*' ejaculated she to herself, " that 
this may be successful. JKlThat a blessing it will be 
to us! 

She then took out a silk purse, from whieh she 
counted five guinsMUwhich in fact were its contents. 
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intense pleasure than did poor Gertrude at these five 
golden guineas ; there was a light in her eye, and a 
crimson on her lovely cheek, which made her really 
beautiful. 

" Thank Grod ! " she again ejaculated, and was 
turning over in her mind the purpose to which this 
money was destined, when the child woke, and 
thoughts of her husband, which had till now filled 
her heart, gave place to thoughts of her child. 

An hour after this time, we may see Gertrude, with 
her little maid-servant and child, on their way to 
Elizabeth Durant's; and somewhat later, we will 
look in and see the two sitting together in £limr 
beth's chamber, in earnest and confidential discourse. 

" I don't know," said Gertrude, " why 1 should 
have any objection to his knowing about it ; but I 
would not for the world that he should know if I 
am unsuccessful. He has anxieties enough of his 
own, without my adding to them." 

Elizabeth had a magazine in her hand, which Ger- 
trude had brought her, and out of which she had 
been reading. 

^ But how exquisitely beautiful it is !" said she, 
closing tl|e number ; *^ so full of a fresh and joyous 
spirit, yet showing, al the same time, such knowledge 
of hmnMUi nature. If you write like this, I woiider 
you did not long ago make your talent known to 
PhUip." 

Gertrude blushed. ''I ftlftw not how it is exactly," 
said she, ^^ but I am always so jealous of his esteem , 
I liEmcy he himself oould write much better than I 
do^ if he chose to try.** ,,^^ 

^ Philip is a inoet accompliahemk intellectoal iia% 
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dear Gertrude," said Elizabeth, smiling; 5' but without 
any disrespect to him, I question if he could write 
poetry like this, though he would feel it as deeply as 
any of us.** 

The two friends talked together of many things, 
and at length began to speak of Gertrude's life before 
she became acquainted with her husband. 

" Ah !" said Gertrude, with a tear in her eye, and 
yet smiling, ^^ I cannot help having a sort of com- 
passion on myself when I look back to those dark, 
friendless 3'cars before I knew Philip. You know 
not, Elizabeth, how joyless my life was then ; I had 
no one to sympathise with me; my feelings, my 
desires, my sufferings, were all locked in my own 
heart. 

^^ As a child, I had been diffident and retiring ; and 
when at twelve I lost my mother, — and oh how the 
knowledge of this must have embittered her death,— 
I was thrown among strangei*s. My guardian and his 
wife were a good kind of people ; but he was a man 
in trade, who had made much money by a life of 
plodding and economy; he was a rigidly upright 
man, not so much from native elevation and integ- 
rity of character, as because honesty was, as he said 
times without end, the best policy. All kind of 
philosophy and poetry was to him a species of heresy; 
lUD: was a Realist in the truest sense of the word ; and 
knowing as he did so well how unpromising were my 
prospects in life, for my father, alas! had always been 
a speculator, and the little property he left was 
invested in companies and speculations — shares 
here and shares there — all which in the end proved 
mere bubbles, bursty- and left me nothing. My guar« 

I 
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dian, therefore, was most anxious to prevent my 
having my father* s failing, and scarcely ever did he 
open his lips to me without its being for the utterance 
of some prudential maxim. I was taught — but alas! 
I never learned — to repress my imagination, and 
everything approaching to sentiment iu nie was 
endeavoured to be crushed ; and thus I, who was 
naturally imaginative, and full of feeling, learned 
betimes the dangerous art of concealment, and lock- 
ing up all these beloved sins in my own breast, 
indulged them in secret only the more. 

*' My guardian died in my fifteenth year; and his 
wife, wlio had all her husband's prudence, without 
his generosity, informed me that the legacy of three 
hundred pounds which my guardian had left me, and 
whicli was my solo property, must be devoted to 
preparing and enabling me to gain my own liveli- 
hood, in a school. I had no will in the case ; my 
former home was less attractive than ever, when my 
guardian, whom I now came to see had been my best 
friend, was gone, and any change I hoped would bo 
for the better. I was placed as half-boarder for three 
years at a large establishment, where I was to per- 
fect myself in every possible accomplishment, and to 
learn almost every modern tongue, after which I was to 
be rt»ceivcd in the school as teacher, at a stated salary, 
or to have another situation equally good, found for 
me. My tliree years at Brussels were anything but 
sunshiny — still I made progress in all my studies. 
Music was my greatest delight, and I was considered 
80 great a proficient, that as a sort of show-off person 
I was no little esteemed in the establij^hmenf. Of 
French, Italian, and German, 1 was considered perfect 
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mistress; and my oil-paiiitings were thought good 
enough to be framed for the school drawing-room. I 
was tlien eighteen, and I was beginning to look 
forward to being independent. 

" But oh, Elizabeth 1" said she, after a moment- 
ary pause, in which the recollection of that time had 
rushed over her mind, " you know not what a life 
is her 8 who is educating to be a teacher in a school ! 
She must bo so meclianical, she must be so wise, 
she must be so prudent and exemplary : there is so 
little forbearance shown to her, so little allowance 
i^aade fur her ! And if she should have weak health, 
as I had, and suffer physically from cold and over- 
exertion, and morally from want of sympathy ; if 
she should lie awake half the night, and then fall 
asleep just before it is time to get up, God have mercy 
on her ! And then that depression of spirit, and that 
deep longing, which eats into the very soul, for all 
the little charities of life, for kind words, and fellow- 
ship, and love ! Yes, Elizabeth, few girls of eighteen 
were as highly accomplished as I was — but may 
Heaven forbid that many young hearts of eighteen 
should have had likewise the same experience in 
hardship and sorrow. 

"Many a time," continued she, "have I envied 
the eommonest maid-servant ; who, when her work 
was done, could sit down of an evening and com- 
plain to her fellows of her place, and grumble about 
her grievances, and give warning, and take another 
service at the end of her quarter. It was not so with 
me; I had no exact equal in the school — I was a 
half^boarder— looked down upon both by teachers 
and scholars; I was apprenticed to the establish- 
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ment, ftnd to leave it, nay even to complain, was to 
ruin my own poor prospects. It was dark enough, 
truly ; but still it was not wholly without light. 
I had pleasure in my own progress, a turn for 
linguages and an unquestionable talent for music, 
and some little likewise for painting. Notwith- 
standing all this, however, my natural reserve and 
my doubt of myself grew more and more. I never 
sate down to the instrument before any one withont 
trembling. I opened my heart to no one, but I 
indulged more and more in those day-dreams and 
reveries to which I had always been addicted. At 
length, however, my reveries found words, and I 
began to essay little poems — but (fh ! I should as 
Mon have thought of crying aloud in a market-place, 
as of showing my little effusions to any <me; all 
renained locked in my own breast. 

*' About the time my term was completed a lady 
of Brighton having written in quest of an assistant 
in her school, with the most flattering promises of 
partnership, and 1 know not what besides, the situ- 
ation was offered to me. It promised well ; and I, 
foil of the most buoyant hope, and with I know not 
what patriotism burning in my heart, set my foot 
again on my native soil, my own mistress^ as I 
hoped, and with a prosperous life before me. Alas ! 
it was not many days before 1 looked back to the 
abundant table and well-to-do establishment at 
Brussels, as to a sort of Paradise from which I was 
banished. The poor lady here was just on the verge 
of bankruptcy. — Good heaven ! what a fearful time 
was that four months! — a miserably cold winter, 
and every means of life and warmth inadequate!/' 
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supplied, with a WTetched outside show of pro- 
fusion. 

" My health would not stand it — the physician 
whom I was obliged to consult ordered my immediate 
return home, a generous diet, and repose. ^Return 
home V repeated I to myself, ' and where in this world 
have I a home ? ' for the widow of my guardian had 
in the coui-se of the last three years married a second 
husband, with a grown family of sons and daughters. 
Necessity, however, has no law, and as my life de- 
pended on some change, I wrote to her ; told her my 
exact state, and solicited not only her advice, but if 
possible, that I might be permitted to spend a few 
months with her, for after all my experience of life 
my heart warmed to her as to a mother. 

'^ She was by no means a bad-hearted woman, and, 
oonsiderably touched by my letter, she obtained 
from her husband and his family an invitation for 
me to visit them. My aunt's step-sons and daughters 
were handsome, dashing, expensive young people, 
who lived for show and the enjoyment of life, and as 
was natural, perhaps, not only looked down on me — 
as on the poor teacher in a school, but made me feel 
too that they did so. Theirs, however, was a house 
of plenty ; and eating and drinking of the very best 
were grudged to none. There, too, I had repose, 
and that was better for me ^ven than more generous 
food : it was fine summer weather too ; there were 
extensive gardens and grounds, and to me, solitary as 
I still was, it was like a heavenly life. After I had 
been two months in the family, and was beginning to 
have imcomfortable feelings4f I saw anybody glancing 

on that part of the Times newspaper which contained 

i2 
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adTertisements for governesses, Philip came oil % 
visit to the sons of the family ; they and he had been 
college friends, although very different characters all 
of them ; one of those friendships it was which exists 
in youth, but must of necessity die in manhood. 
He came," said Gertrude, her cheek flushing while 
she spoke, "came for a visit of two weeks. How 
strange — how incredible was it to me, that he, cleTer, 
manly, the son of the great lawyer. Sir Thomas 
Durant — himself, as I was told, a young lawyer of 
great .promise, — the scholar, the gentleman,— oh, 
how strange was it when the consciousness first came 
to me that he loved me, and not only that he loved 
me, but that he offered me his hand ! Elizabeth, 
I never shall foi^et that time ; — I loved him all ^e 
while so intensely, «8 I believed so hopelessly ; ho 
was my first, my only love ; I looked up to him as 
to.one so infinitely above me, it would have seemed 
presumption in me to have raised my thoughts to 
him, other than as a sort of divinity. 

" He and the family he was visiting had very little 
in common ; he very rarely went out with the sons 
on their shooting excursions, and seldom played bil- 
liards with them. The daughters dressed splendidly, 
and received and paid visits. I was a quiet little in- 
significant person, for whom nobody cared, and of 
whom nobody thought. Philip stopped at home and 
read to me while I mended my clothes. I supposed' 
he might fall in love with one of my aunt's step- 
daughters ; they sang and played to him of an oven- 
ing: I remember, one evening, his saying to me, ^ Do 
you not play, Gertrude V I was so thrilled by his 
calling me Gertrude ; but I thought instantly, I am 
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only like a child or servant to him — and I was hu- 
miliated. I replied, ' Yes.' ' Why then do you not? 
I wish you would,' said he. Nobody seconded hh 
wish, but he was resolute, and led me to the instru- 
ment himself. 1 was always timid in playing before 
any one ; then I knew, too, that this grand two- 
hundred guinea insti-ument was the idol of the house: 
they were jealous of the keys being touched ; every- 
body was silent in the room, and I must play,* not only 
before them, but before Philip. I played Beethoven's 
Adelaide: it was a favourite piece of mine; and 
though I would have given worlds to have played it 
"vl^ell, 1 never before succeeded so little to my own 
satisfaction. ' And do you sing V asked Philip, coming 
forward towards me as 1 ran from the instrument. 
* Yes, a little,' said I, almost ready to cry, for I was 
nervous and terrified ; 'but to-night I cannot.' I never 
shall forget the expression of Philip's eye — it seemed 
to me filled with unspeakable afiection ; but I dared 
not at the moment believe so, and, unable any longer to 
stay in the room, I went to my own chamber and wept. 
'* He and I were often left alone together, for the 
family thought so little of me, that they never could 
imi^ine me a rival. He sate with me all one moining, 
and read Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. The poem 
was well known to me, but till that morning it 
seemed as if I had never thoroughly understood it, 
or appreciated its beauties; and again I wept, I 
hardly knew why — nor did I dare to look up, lest he 
should see my tears. He laid down the book, and 
asked me to walk with him ; it seemed to me such a 
condescension in him, and I dressed myself as nicely 
as I could, because I felt so pleased. How infinitelj 
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happy I was, as he asked me to take his arm whea 
we left the house, and then I remember 1 thought 
how dreadful it would be when ho was gone ; and 
then how I should live for years and years on the 
remembrance of him. ' I shall never many,' thought 
I to myself, * for, after knowing Philip, how can I 
love anybody else V 

'^ On that morning, Elizabeth, he asked me to be 
his wife ! I could hardly believe my senses ; I 
thought it must be a dream ; — ^yet no ! there he was 
before me, so kind, so earnest, so sincere ; I could not 
doubt it, but someway or other I felt as if it vrerp 
too good to last ! I thought— oh, 1 know not what I 
thought ! 

'^ When the family knew that I, the poor, despised 
Cindei'ella of the household, had won the heart of 
the great lawyer's son, my position there became a 
very unpleasant one. I had evidently interfered 
with family arrangements, which, under any circum*- 
stances, could not fail of displeasing, but in this in* 
stance made mine almost an unpardonable sin. 

'^ Philip told me exactly what was his position at 
home and with his father, and I did not expect to 
marry for years I advertised for a situation in a 
school, and took the first which offered. I was now 
so unspeakably happy in myself, that everything 
wore a new and different aspect. I found my new 
situation by no means an unpleasant one ; a light heart 
makes all duties and labours light, even, the most 
unvarying and harassing. For years I could have 
been happy in this situation, had not my health agidti 
given way. What was I to do? I concealed my 
illness till I could conceal it no longer^ and Mrs. 
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LeTdi, the lady of the establishment, insisted then 
on my writing to my aunt. Her reply only increased 
my difficulty : it was kind, but she could, she said, 
give me no invitation to her house ; she hinted of her 
own private troubles, inclosed me five pounds, and 
bade me not look to her again for assistance. I rallied 
as much as I could, and thought when spring came I 
should be better. I determined if possible to keep 
all from Philip's knowledge ; but, suspecting some- 
thing was amiss, from my letters, he himself came 
down. When he saw me and heard the physician's 
opinion, he would hear of nothing but our marriage; 
ho himself, he said, would take care of me and pro- 
vide for me. He was so hopeful, so determined, so 
kind, that I could not refuse. But oh! Elizabeth, 
how ashamed was I to think of my poverty ; phy- 
sicians' fees had consumed more than my hadf-year's 
salary, and I had very little money to buy wedding- 
clothes with — a woman feels these things. I was 
married in a white muslin dress, which cost but eight 
shillings, and which I made myself; I had my straw 
borniet, which was in its second year, cleaned for the 
occasion, and I trimmed it with book-muslin, because 
that was less costly than ribbon. I could not help 
crying as 1 did this, for I seemed such a poor bride ; 
and, could I have dressed myself in the most costly 
bridal apparel, I should not have thought it too much 
for the occasion. 

"Never, however, was a bride so happy and so 
proud as I was. Philip seemed so too. We made no 
bridal excursion, for the simple reason that we could 
not afford it ; and we came at once to our quiet, un- 
expensive lodgings, where we mutually agreed to live 
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as economically as possible, in the belief that more 
prosperous days would come, and in tlie meantime 
Philip hoped to be reconciled with his father. 

" Happy, however, as we were, prosperous days 
came not, and Sir Thomas was as implacable as 
ever, and I, loving my husband as I did, could 
not help being distressed by the anxious expression 
of his countenance, which I knew he endeavoured to 
conceal from me. 

" He knew nothing of my little attempts at author- 
ship, for I thought humbly of them myself; and I 
knew his taste in literature to be so good that I 
feared lowering myself in his estimation by my poor 
attempts, particularly as I had heard him more than 
once express disapprobation of women thrusting 
themselves into notoriety ; he thought it unfeminine. 
When, however, I was obliged to make so many de- 
mands on his purse, in expectation of our little one's 
birth, I took a desperate resolution one day, and copy- 
ing out a few poems took them to the editor of this 
magazine. I took them to him because I had heard 
Mrs. Lewis speak of him ; he was her brother, and 
she always spoke of him with pride, as a kind- 
hearted and honourable man. He desired me to 
leave them with him and to call again. I did so ; 
and to my great surprise he offered me two guineas 
for them. How thankful I was ! more especially as 
he expressed a desire to see something more from my 
pen. I paid him a second visit, and on that occasion 
received from him five guineas. He was extremely 
kind. He is an elderly gentleman, and that set me 
more at my ease with him ; he appeared, too, to take 
the most lively interest in me. Although I never 
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avowed my name, he asked me of my acquirements — 
if I had ever attempted translation, or had ever tried 
my hand at prose. Prose, he said, sold much better 
than poetry, and that he would like to see whatever 
I did in this way; and much more that was most 
encouraging. Of all this I have said nothing to 
Philip, for I was afraid that he might think much 
less favourably of my productions than even Mr. 
— ; — , and 1 could not bear that he should despise 
me. I thought still that I would wait and see if 
my prose were successful ; and then, if it were so, 
he should know all." 

" And your prose," said Elizabeth, " have you 
yet offered that to Mr. ?" 

*' It is here," said Gertrude, taking up the packet 
of manuscript. " It will make two volumes. It is a 
simple tale, drawn from my own experience, and 
carried on into the future — into such a future as I 
would covet for myself and Philip. It is a tale of 
virtue, not of vice, in which I have endeavoured to 
make goodness and virtue interesting for their own 
Intrinsic beauty and interest ; which, after all, really 
need no contrast of vice to make them attractive. 
If this work be successful," repeated Gertrude, " I 
will then show it to Philip, for it is the best thing I 
have done. 1 have written it since I have been 
married — since I have understood things better, and 
since I have gained a juster appreciation of life and 
human nature. Before I knew Philip I took such 
one-sided views of life— all was so dark to me then ! 
I had so little reliance on goodness and affection— 
in fact, till I knew him, I know nothing that was 
true and excellent." 
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Mrs. Durant was in most happy humour to-day^ 
and received even the wife and child of Philip 
Durant with kindness ; nor was she in the least 
annoyed that, while £lizaheth and the young mother 
had such a long private conference together, the little 
nnrsemaid and child were left to keep her company. 
The true cause of all this was, that the long-talked- 
of letter had been, this very day, received from Alice 
Franklin. 

Alice knew nothing of the contents of Mrs. Betty's 
letters, and she gave her own colouring, of course, to 
affairs. The spirit of the letter seemed kindness and 
candour itself, and Mrs. Durant was charmed with 
it. Alice disclaimed the idea of a petty annuity of 
fifty pounds a year; she begged Mrs. Durant to 
draw that sum at once, from her bankers, and 
promised unbounded liberality for the future. She 
hoped, she said, that Elizabeth, in the early spring, 
would pay her a long visit. Mrs. Betty had shown 
her the room which Elizabeth had used during her 
former visit there, and she should consider, she said, 
that chamber as sacred to her friend ; beforo she 
came, however, she would have it re-furaished for 
her ; she had fixed in her own mind on the style oi 
furnishing, she said ; and she was sure her friend 
would like it, and then that room should always be 
called Elizabeth Durant's room. 

Mrs. Bett}', she said, would still continue to reside 
at Starkey — at least she wished her t' do so, — but 
the old lady was, she said, it must be confessed, a 
very peculiar person, very uncompromising and very 
free-spoken; she and her mother had already had 
several little differences with her, but, for her part^ 
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she conld make gi-eet allowances for her; she had 
always had her own way, (that was a great mistake 
of Miss Franklin s, and so £lizabcth knew), and, 
oontinued the letter, she belonged to the old school, 
and those old-fashioned people were always so 
difficult to manage. Of Sir Lynam Thicknisse, 
Alice said not one word; of Henry Maitland, she 
wrote thus : — " Of couree you have heard about poor 
Maitland ; it is all at an end between us now. I 
wish he had not come at present ; he was to wait for 
my permission, but he always is so impetuous ; 
things might have been very different had he only 
waited awhile. Still I do not blame him, and I 
know that he has suffei-ed deeply. A little hasty, I 
myself may have been, but then he hurried me into 
it; he himself humed things to this conclusion. 
It has been, altogether, an unfortunate affair ; and, 
now it is over, I wish him, from the bottom of my 
soul, some one more worthy of his good and amiable 
qualities than I ever have been." 

Elizabeth sighed and shook her head over this 
letter ; whilst Mrs. Durant, in the humour she then 
was, could see nothing at all blamcable in Alice's 
conduct. Her promised liberality smoothed over all 
^Eiults, and made Mrs. Durant not only satisfied with 
her, but, just then, with all the world. 

"And now, where are you going?" asked she, 
as she saw her daughter dressed, ready to go out 
with Gertrude. 

"We are going," replied Gertrude, cheeifully, 
•'to make five pounds, if possible, do the work of 
ten. 1 want to make Philip's chambers more com- 
fortable and more respectable-looking, before bis 
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return. I want a carpet, taMe, window-cnrtaina,— 
a world of things out of my five pounds ; and, as two 
heads are hetter than one, in difficult affaii-s, I haye 
enlisted Elizabeth as my assistant." 

*' And what pardel have you got there, Elizabeth ?" 
asked the mother, who was in a talkative humour, 
glancing on the paicket of manuscripts, which her 
daughter had in her hand. 

*Mt is Gertrude's," replied' Elizabeth. 

'* And shall yon go anywhere near Glynn's bank 1 
it is in Lombard Street, yon know," asked her 
mother. 

Elizabeth thonght they would. 

"Then call,** said Mrs. Durant, "and present 
that order : we may just as -well have the money as 
let it lie in the hajok — we shall get no interest for it 
there." 

Elizabeth tore the order from Alice's letter, and 
said she would do as her mdther wished. 

** 1 sliall leave my littlef one as a pledge for your 
daughter," said Gertrude, 6s they were just going out. 

" That 's quite right/' said Mrs. Durant. " Bat 
stop a moment — you shall liave tea with us when 
you return; bring some muffins with you, Elizabeth, 
and I '11 have the tcfa- table ready and water boiling 
against you return — you'll be cold enough, and a cup 
of tea will be comfortable. You mast take a cab 
home, Mrs. Philip, and you may just as well take it 
at eight o'clock as at six." 

Nothing requires more deliberation, nothing re- 
quires so much pains taking, as the making five 
pounds go as far as ten. For instance, a second-hand 
cai2)et — and the fair wife of the young barrister did 
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not aspire to a new one— a second-hand carpet, we 
8iy, as good as the one for which fifty shillings is 
hare demanded, might, in another place, perhaps, be 
obtained for thirty shillings; but then, that other 
place, perhaps, may be two miles off; well, that 
does not matter — the two miles must be gone over, — 
and, as people who have the important affair in hand 
of buying, honestly and honourably, ten pounds' 
worth of things with only five pounds, cannot be sup«* 
posed to have much money to spend in coach-fare, 
they must walk every foot of the way, even if it be 
in dismal November. ^ 

It was a very arduous undertaking- this, but 
nothing daunted, the two young friends determined 
to accomplish it, if not to-day, at least to-morrow: 
The five guineas were still in Gertrude's purse ; the 
manuscript had been left at the publisher's ; the fifty 
pounds had been received from Glynn's bank, and 
then it was getting too late to do anything more : so 
connting the difference between new windoW'CUrtains 
of cheap moreen, and second-hand ones of damask, 
and contriving how the carpet of thirty shillings 
might be cut to the size of the room, every bad 
piece cut out, joined again in the pattern, which 
they blessed themselves was a very good one to join, 
and made to look as good as new, — to say nothing 
of the bed-side carpet, which might be pieced 
together of what remained, they found quite enough 
to occupy them on their way home. It is by no 
means impossible, we can assure our readers, for a 
question of economy and contrivance to become quite 
fisiscinating ; it was so on the present occasion : the 
two grew enthusiastic, and £lizabeth declared she 
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would go again with her friend on the morrow, and 
then help her to fit all down and make all complete ; 
and 80 they reached home by gas-light, never thinking 
•—not they — of the muffins they had promised to 
bring with them. 

Well, it did not matter ! they did not need 
muffins, in the temper they two were, to make tea 
both welcome and agreeable ; toast would do every 
bit as well — nay, even bread and butter. Mrs. 
Durant, however, was a little put out of humour 
about the muffins, she had set her mind on them ; nor 
was it till she had counted over her fifty pounds 
three or four times, and drank a cup of the good, 
hot tea, which Elizabeth made, and eaten a couple 
of the pieces of the nice toast, which Gertrude 
herself had toasted, that she returned to her former 
good humour, and then she began to tell how good 
the child had been, — ^how long he had slept, — ^how 
he had taken half a tea- cup full of milk and water : 
and thus they all together seemed the best fiiends on 
the face of the earth. 

Just before tea was ended, Mr. Nctley came in. 
Poor old gentleman ! ever since his niece and her 
daughter had left him, he had seemed like an uneasy 
Q>irit that could find rest nowhere. In his own 
mind he was very little satisfied with Alice's good 
fortune ; it had made him, and the property he had 
to leave, of very little consequence, and besides this 
it had removed them from him. He came very 
often to the Durants', and Mrs. Durant was begin- 
ning to think that it would not be at all amiss if he 
would substitute herself and her daughter in his 
house at Richmond, in the place of the Franklins ; 
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she would have suggested the thing herself^ hot 
then she thouglit it had much hetter come from 
him ; and as it really was so self-evident, no doubt 
before long it would. Such an idea, however, never 
came into the old gentleman's head. He was dis* 
satisfied with what he heard of Alice's mode of 
conductmg herself at Starkey, and it did him good to 
come to the Durants' and grumble, that was all. 

With Philip Durant's marriage, Mr. Netley wai 
already acquainted ; he had seen his wife and liked 
her, so when he came in this evening, all met as 
fnends. He, too, had received a letter from Alice, 
and he came with it now in his pocket. 

^^ She writes mighty cool about everything," said 
he, ''and seems never to think that anything she 
can do is wrong. She talks of ' I shall do this, and 
I shall do that/ just as if she had been mistress of 
Starkey all her days. She says it is all at an end 
between her and Maitland, just with as much 
Indifference as she might say, ' My old blue silk 
gown is done fori' I have not patience with such 
coolness ; she says she supposes I shall hear all from 
Maitland, but she had her reasons for what she did. 
To be sure ! the man who was hanged at the Old 
Bailey, last week, had his reasons for murdering his 
wife 1 I would not give a fig for reasons that are 
good for nothing ; why Maitland, poor fellow, is ill 
of a brain fever, and whether he'll live or die there '• 
no knowing. She had her reasons, I dare say ! 

''Old Maitland threatens hard," continued he, 
" what he'll do. She'll bring a pretty house over 
her head — that's my notion ! And then there's this 
Sir Lynam Thicknisse;^ — old Maitland sent me a 

k2 
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Durham paper this morning, in which are queer 
hints about her marrying him ! It is not decent, all 
this ; and the old lady hardly been dead these two 
months, and he, the profligate that he is ! why, it 
was he that set the bells ringing for the old lady's 
death ! The girl's a fool!" said he, ^^her head is 
turned with her prosperity ! She wants me to go 
and see her; says a great deal about it, and I 
must do her the justice to say, that she writes very 
prettily and very affectionately; she says that she 
has set aside a couple of rooms for me ; — wants me 
to take Jonathan with me. I know how it is, she 
wants to palm me ofip as her rich old London uncle ! 
and so I most not go without my man-servant ; but 
though she is the lady of Starkey she can't make me 
any but plain Nehemiah Netley, who for the better 
part of his days was a haberdasher on Ludgate Hill, 
and who began the world with eighteenpence, and 
that I'll say before any lord or lady in the land! 
However, I mean," said he, ** to take her at her 
word and go and pay her a visit, though it is winter. 
If I like what I see, why I'll stay, — if not, I '11 e'en 
come back again. I shall start to-morrow morning, 
so whatever you have to send I must have to-night !" 
There was no time for writing. Mr. Netley was 
intrusted, therefore^ with verbal messages from both 
Elizabeth and her mother. Mrs. Durant said she 
meant to write soon herself, though she had given 
up writing letters. Elizabeth said she meant to 
write, and to Mrs. Betty too ; and, after promises on 
his part to deliver all faithfully, he volunteered to 
take Gertrude, her little maid and child home, in the 
coach which was to convey him to Richmond. 



A ObOVD BY THB FIRESIDB, BTC. 103 



CHAPTER VIII. 

▲ CLOUD BT THE FIRESIDE ; AND WHAT SHALL BB 

DONE NOW? 

Alice had given to herself great satisfaction hy 
allowing Mrs. Durant to receive fifty pounds from her 
banker's ; so much so, indeed, that she wished she 
had made it k hundred at once. She was pleased too 
that she had pressed her uncle to come, for though 
she did not exactly wish him to accept the invitation 
in the present state of affairs, and while his mind 
would be irritated about young Maitland, It was quite 
as well to show all customary respect to him. She 
felt certain in her own mind that he would not 
undertake the journey during the winter ; he would, 
most likely, wait till spring, till long days and warm 
ones came, for she knew perfectly his aversion to cold 
weather and long journeys. 

" Poor old gentleman !" That very hour, whilst 
she was thinking this, a week or more perhaps after 
she had written her letter, he too was thinking his 
thoughts. 

" Dear child !" mused he to himself, " I am glad, 
she remembers her old uncle ! and with all her faulift 
I am very fond of her ! She has, it is true, behardd 
shamefully to poor Maitland; — but I dare say I can 
set all right again, — her mother ought to have seen 
after this, but women. ..." Mr. Netley, it must be 
remembered, was an old bachelor : '' Women," mused 
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he, ** from the very creation of the world were always 
taking some wrong step or another ; they are not fit 
to be trusted, poor things ; so 1 11 e*en go and see if I 
can't set things straight between her and Maitland !** 
So thought the good old gentleman, and made 
preparations for the journey. He ordered Jonathan, 
his servant, to hold himself in readiness to accompany 
him ; which was no small delight to the ancient do- 
mestic, for thus he should be able to satisfy every 
body, baker, butcher, grocer, and even the family 
washena'oman, as to the exact degree of grandeur to 
V whkh Miss Alice was advanced. 
f Mr. Netley did not set off quite so early as he 
expected however, for when all was ready for the 
journey, and the next day was fixed upon for setting 
out, he took it into his head to order a new suit of 
clothes for his servant: and thus a delay of ten days 
csnmied, during which some circumstances occurred 
at Starkey, by no means unworthy of record. 

Whatever might be Alice's real feelings after read- 
ing the letter which Mrs. Joplin, of the Thicknisse 
Arms, delivered into her hands, nobody ever knew 
them ; still it is a fact, that she was scarcely seen by 
any one fi>r several days; and the persons who com- 
posed the small dinner-party at General Byerly's, 
and who were invited to meet the heiress and her 
mother, found fertile subject for conjecture and gossip 
in her pale dejected countenance, and in the rumour, 
which spread far and wide, of a heart-broken rejected 
London lover. Sir Lynam Thicknisse too, Qot only 
observed her altered appearance, but must have had 
some little apprehension for himself, from the step 
he took immediately after the call which he made 
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upon ber, and which 'was chronicled in Mrs. Betty's 
last letter. 

"Good bye, Miss Franklin," said he at parting; " I 
give yon seven days to recover yonr spirits in. In 
that time I shall again have the pleasure of seeing 
you as beautiful, and I hope, as gay as ever. I go 
this evenmg to Durham on important business." 

There was something Alice thought presumptuous 
in Sir Lynam's manner, something too, offensive in 
his words ; and she who, without the slightest inten- 
tion of returning favour to Maitland, had already 
drawn comparisons between the two to the disad- 
vantage of Sir Lynam, bade him adieu with studied 
haughtiness and coldness. 

I'o Durham Sir Lynam went, and sate down the 
next morning in the office of a lawyer named Metcalf. 
Metcalf and he were old acquaintance, and this was 
not the first time that they two had met on thd 
particular business which had now brought them 
together. 

" It is an excellent thing," said Sir Lynam, " and 
one which properly managed may give me great 
power over her; I'll double your fees, Metcalf, if 
this he accomplished to my wishes." 

" That she has no present right to Starkey," said the 
lawyer, " no right at all during the natural life of Mrs. 
Betty Thickntsse, is as cle^r as daylight, as you may 
see in the codicil to Sir Timothy's will, of which this 
is a copy." And although Sir Lynam knew the codicil 
almost by heart, Metcalf read it again: "And further- 
more I, the said Sir Timothy Thicknisse, demise that 
the estate and property of Starkey shall be held by 
tbe dliect he lis, so long as any of them, male of 
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female, lemain in the third descent; and after the 
death of the last only to revert to the then existiilg 
descendant or descendants, male or female, of the 
said Joan Merivale, as before stated." ^* Thus you 
see, Sir Lynam," said the lawyer, ^^ it is as I imagined ; 
this reversion, on the death of the late Sir Sampson, 
passed legally to his sister, Mrs. Betty Thicknisse, 
and only on her death can revert to Miss Franklin." 

^ I see that," said Sir Lynam ; ^^ I want to esta< 
Uish no right of claim for Mrs. Betty — I want not to 
dispossess Miss Franklin, but merely — " 

*' Oh, I understand you perfectly," said Metcalf; 
** you make use of this knowledge as you best know 
how." 

^^ No codicil has ever been acknowledged at 
Siarkey," said Sir Lynam, not deeming it necessary 
to notice his friend's remark further — ^^ the late Lady 
Thicknisse knew nothing of it — nor Mr. Twislcden 
—what think you ?" 

" I think," said Metcalf, " that the late Lady 
Thicknisse was lawyer good enough to know that 
luch a codicil made her possession of Starkey not 
worth an hour s purchase, and that it was probably 
destroyed ; Mrs. Betty has always been looked upon 
aa a sort of—" Metcalf paused, tapped his forehead, 
and looked as if he meant the action to express a 
great deal. 

** I understand you,* said Sir Lynam : " not quite 
so sharp as some people. It would be quite throwin^^ 
the place away to let it get into her hands." 

Metcalf said he quite agreed with him it would, 
and that if Sir Lynam played his cards well, he 
might turn the knowledge he had thus obtained to 
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great accoant with the heiress, hut that some'^e* 
cided step most he taken immediately, for that other 
lawyers might think of examining the prohate eopj 
of the will, and then Mrs. Betty would commence a 
Buit and carry it, for that not all the lawyers in 
England could decide it against her : she might live 
twenty years, and all that while Miss Franklin could 
not claim a sixpence. 

Sir Lynam thought that in twenty years AUee 
would he no longer young, and twenty yeai's of un- 
thrift would leave him a beggar ; besides which, h« 
had of late counted so confidently on carrying off so 
triumphantly both Starkey and the heiress, it would 
never do to lose it, for if it got into Mrs. Betty's 
hands, he should never think of marrying her, nor 
indeed, with all his art, should he ever have any 
chance of succeeding, wei'e he to try. 

*' To be sure,* he said, " something must be done 
immediately." Metcalf must devise some plan for 
cutting off Mrs. Betty's claim. 

The lawyer sate and thought, and so did Sir 
Lynam, and the more he thought the better he was 
pleased. This discovery would give him power over 
Alice, and if she consented to disinherit Mrs. Betty, 
it must be done with his knowledge; she might be 
cold or haughty as she then would, but she would 
have committed herself with him— he should have 
a secret of hers in his keeping, and that was so much 
power gained over her. For one moment the ques- 
tion suggested itself— had she not high-flown romantic 
notions of honour and generosity? which would make 
her scorn a base action — might she not, for 'the sake 
of the^^elat of the thing, throw herself on the meit^ 
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of Mn. Betty, and make terms with her ? Tliat 
would ruin all ; for that would ally the two, make the 
two fiist friends, make Alice dependent on Mrs. 
Betty, and she, he well knew, was no fiiend of his. 
All this might he, and if it were prohahle, it were 
alarming; hut a few moments' consideration dismissed 
Sir Lynam's fear : Alice was too much flattered hy 
the entire possession of Starkey to share it with any 
one ; he felt pretty sure that sho would hold it fast 
now she had got it. Metcalf thoqght the same ; and 
though Sir Lynam did not open oat all his yiews to 
his lawyer, he found no little utis&ction in his 
lawyer volunteering an opinion on this subject which 
was so perfectly according to his wishes. Next, some 
little difficulty occurred about Mr. Twisleden ; the 
old gentleman was a most respectable man, and could 
boast of a character without a blemish — what part 
would he take in the affair 1 Neither one or the 
other could say positively; Sir Lynam, however, 
thought from his own private observation, but he did 
not tell Metcalf so, that Twisleden would do exactly 
what Alice wished. He must be made acquainted, 
however, with this unlooked for discovery ; Metcalf 
it was decided, should write to him, should desire an 
immediate interview either at Starkey or in Durham, 
and Sir Lynam should wait in Durham for the 
result. 

Whilst all this was going on at twenty miles' dis- 
tance, domestic disunion seemed to have settled down 
at Starkey. Mrs. Betty's sympathies had been so 
much excited by the little narrative of the hostess of 
tho Thicknisse Arms respecting Maitland, that the 
kind-hearted old lady could not get him out of her 
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mind ; she thought of him and shed tears, and as she 
wept she only grew more angry and out of patience 
with Alice. Sir Lynam came and went just as 
usual ; and without knowing that Alice and he had 
parted coldly^ she censored her with a severity almost 
unnatural to a being so gentle as Mrs. Betty. 

'' I declare I must speak out my mind," at last she 
said to herself; ^' it is only right I should ; she is a 
lovely youJDg cwaluie) with all her &ults; slie is 
tempted beyond hdlip strength by this great inheritance; 
ahe comes here a sttangery in ignorance of people s 
characters ; and her mother wants sense, or discern- 
ment, or something, net to see through a designing 
wretch like Sir Lynam." 

Wanned by the generous desire of saving Alice 
from a false step, Mrs. Betty took her netting in her 
hand, and went to take coffee with Alice and her 
mother that same evening. She had not done so of 
late, and the two were filled with surprise when she 
entered. Unfortunately, there had just been a slight 
misunderstanding between them respecting Mr. Net- 
ley's visit, and neither of them were in the happiest 
of tempers. Alice lay on the sofa reading a new 
novel, which was just then published, and Mrs. 
Franklin was writing. 

Both mother and daughter looked up at Mrs, 
Betty's entrance ; both wondered what had made her 
come; and then, after an exchange of the merest 
commonplaces of the day, both pursued their occu- 
pations as before. Mrs. Betty thought that presently 
they would put them aside out of respect to her, but 
Mrs. Betty was not of importance enough for that. 
One hour went on; the mother still wiotCi and the 
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daughter still read ; and had the poor old lady had 
the temper of an angel, she could not have helped 
being chagrined. 

The servant brought in coffee; Alice bade him 
make it and hand it round : she was too much 
absorbed by her book to leave it. Mrs, Franklin 
drank her coffee, chatted a very little with Mrs. 
Betty, and then apologised by continuing her writing. 
" She was writing," she said, " to Mr. Netley, and 
must finish her letter that night." Alice read on, 
and Mrs. Betty tried, but in vain, to be in good 
humour. She might have returned to her own room, 
but she had always a great dislike to looking, as she 
called it, " huffy," so she sat where she was. 

Presently Mr Twisleden came. Alice laid down 
her book and began to look lively. The old gentle- 
man apologised for his visit, which, he said, was one of 
business : he was now prepared, he said, to pay ail 
the legacies. Alice declared that she never attended 
to business after dinner; she began td talk of the 
book she had been reading, told him she had found 
an air to the song he had expressed a wish to hear 
her sing, and, so saying, sat down to her harp. 

" The coquet ! the cold-hearted coquet !** thought 
Mrs. Betty, as she heard Alice's exquisite voice quaver 
forth its thrilling tones, and the poor old gentleman 
gazing on her with undisguised admiration. 

Mrs. Franklin put aside her unfinished letter, and 
suggested yet another and yet another song for " dear 
old Mr. Twisleden." 

Which was the most foolish — ^mother or daughter 
— Mrs. Betty could not tell; the fact was, Mrs, 
Franklin was so well pleased to see Alice again in 
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good humour, that it made her quite lively, and all 
the more so, because she wished her daughter to feel 
that all was again smooth between them. 

Mr. 1 Visleden sat and sat ; Alice left her harp, 
and made the old gentleman sit down beside binr« 
and guess charades ; they grew so amazingly liyely 
that it was quite wonderful. Mrs. Franklin laughed 
till tears ran down her cheeks, but at what Mrs. 
Betty could not tell for her Ufe, and slie grew more 
grave than ever ; and then, beginning to think of poor 
Maitland, she became quite angry. 

At last, Mr. Twisleden, at the silver voice of the 
time-piece striking ten, rose to take his leave ; but 
Alice would only consent to his then going on condi- 
tion of his drinking her health in a glass of fine old 
wine, of which she said she would send a bottle to his 
room. She had the butler summoned for that pur« 
pose, and ordered half-a-dozen into Mr. Twisledens 
room. 

^ Whaiildear old creature he is 1" exclaimed Mnu 
Franklin, )vhfiiii he was gone. 

'^ You will turn his head. Miss Franklin ! " said 
Mrs. Betty, putting her netting by in its case, and 
speaking impatiently. 

" Nay, dear Mrs. Betty, don't be out of humour," 
said Alice ; ^' and I want to say something to you— -do 
sit down again, dear Mrs. Betty." 

The old l^dy sat down again, and thought, too, 
that she also wanted to say something. 

" I wished to ask," said Alice, *■' whether you would 
liave any objection to change your two rooms, Mrs. 

Betty r 
Mrs. Betty looked at her in amazem nt. '^ Yef, 
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Miss Franklin," she said, ^' I should ; I may just as 
well be candid as not ; I should have a very great 
objection/' 

*' I am sorry for that," said Alice ; *' but I wish to 
mention to you an alteration I am just about to 
make." 

*' Never mind it, my dear, now," said her mother, 
seeing the cloud on Mrs. Betty's brow. 

'^ I may as well mention it now as- at any other 
time," returned Alice ; and Mrs. Franklin, who hated 
of all things to have disputes with her daughter, 
determined to hold her peace, and let Alice have her 
own way. 

" It is best, Mrs. Betty," said Alice, '' that we 
should understand one another at first. I wish to 
have no strife ; but I am mistress here. I am about 
to complete my suite of rooms; yours adjoin my 
dressing-room ; I like the aspect of them greatly-— 
though there is not much view, and though they are 
low, still they will be more conyenient for me than 
any other. I have made my arrangements, Mrs. 
Betty," continued she, seeing that lady did not reply; 
" and you will oblige me by making choice of two 
others. The late Lady Thicknisse's rooms are much 
better than yours — much loftier, and better furnished. 
It is my desire," continued Alice, after having waited 
half a second for Mrs. Betty's reply, but in vain— 
'^ quite my desire to make all things agreeable to you, 
but you must expect some little changes." 

Mrs. Betty, who, naturally, was as amiable as most 
human beings, might, nevertheless, after a certain 
degree of forbearance, be roused up to a most deter- 
mined opposition, and then she was as obstinate as 
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she had been mild before ; it was so on the present 
occasion. She listened to Alice, first in sorrow and 
then in anger, and at last made her indignant reply. 

" After all that I have seen," said she, " I shall 
not easily be surprised at any changes you may think 
it fit to make ; ])ut one thing I can tell you. Miss 
Franklin, that when I give up my rooms, I leave 
Starkey altogether. I had rather have those rooms 
than all the rest of the house. They were the 
favourite rooms of my mother; I sat in them as 
a child ; when I left school they were given to me 
as my own — they were mine during my brother Sir 
Sampsoir's life-time; my poor sister-in-law never 
thought of taking them from me ; they have been 
mine for upwards of forty years ; and I must say that 
I think it a great want of respect, not to say something 
more, that you, a young person and a stranger here, 
to whom every room must be alike, should think even 
of proposing it — say nothing of talking in the high 
strain of being mistress here. It is Hot becoming in 
you. Miss Franklin, let me tell you, but still it is no 
more tlian one might expect ; for when a young lady 
will make herself a country's talk about a reprobate 
like Sir Lynam, and flirt with an old creature like 
poor Mr. Twisleden, and turn off a worthy lover like 
young Mr. Maitland, an old woman like me has no 
right to expect good treatment." 

" Mrs. Betty !" exclaimed Alice, in great indigna* 
tion. 

" My dear Mrs. Betty," remonstrated her mother. 

"No, Miss Franklin," continued she, regarding 
neither one nor the other, " I don't expect anything 
very great from you ; but this I have ^i\^\. \a«»5«<j^> 

l2 
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some little common decency and respect. — You 
yourself invited me to stay here/ * It shall be your 
home, Mrs. Betty,' you said, ' as long as you live, and 
I hope you'll never have occasion to regret my 
coming here/" 

Alice attempted to speak, but the old lady continued. 

*' That was very pretty and well said of you. Miss 
Franklin ; but it was no more than was right, seemg 
1 had no home but this, and the house was so much 
larger than you could want for years ; and I shall 
now consider any attempt to turn me out of my 
rooms as a hint for me to go, — so, unless yon really 
mean that, say no more about it." And wlti these 
words, without waiting for a syllable of reply, Mrs. 
Betty left the room. 

Mr. Twisleden drank the health of the fair lady 
his mistress in some of the wine she had sent him, 
and> fairly beside himself with her flatteries, although 
he never was fool enough to dream of her love, ho 
vowed, half drunk as he was, to live and die for her. 

Scarcely was he up the next morning, when he was 
surprised by a visit from Mr. Metcalf of Durham, 
and received from him the astoundmg intelligence 
that Mrs. Betty Thicknisse, and not the fair Alice 
Franklin, was the present rightful heir of Starkey. 
Mr. Twisleden said very little — his principal question 
being as to the mode of Mr. Metcalf s making the 
discovery ; on hearing which, he rubbed his chin and 
seemed lost in thought. Mr. Metcalf thought that 
his brother lawyer knew something of this codicil 
before, but as Twisleden did not tell him so, he kept 
his thoughts to himself. Mr. Twisleden accompanied 
bim to Durbam; and all that day, and the next, and 
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till the end of the week, he remained in that city 
haying long and frequent consultations with him, at 
which Sir Lynam was mostly present. 

It jras now two days since Alice and Mrs. Betty 
had their misunderstanding ; and in this time the dear 
old lady had repented of her warmth of temper.— 
The very fact of her having erred in temper made her 
placable towards Alice, — made her almost, if not 
altogether, overlook her unkindness, and forgive the 
wueasonahlexiefis of her desires. 

Alice knew, or ought to have known, how strong 
local attadunents are in natures like Mrs. Betty's ; 
and it was cmel to distress or take advantage of an 
inoffensive person like her, who had but few pleasures^ 
and who was the most unselfish of human beings. 

Poor Mrs. Betty ! She was sorry for the hard 
things she had said, though she still thought Alice 
deserved all that had reference to her behaviour to 
her lovers, including the old lawyer among them; but 
so sorry, nevertheless, was she, that she was almost 
inclined to give up her rooms, to show that she was 
neither selfish nor unreasonable. Alice, in the mean 
time, was suffering from wounded vanity; and vanity 
wounded, if it heal at all, heals but slowly. She was 
more determined than ever to show herself mistress 
there, and she began to tuni over schemes in her own 
mind for getting rid of the old lady altogether. 

Such were her thoughts, only in part unfolded to 
her mother. One morning, when Sir Lynam Thick- 
nisse was announced, she thought instantly of Mrs. 
Betty's words, how she had made hei-self a countiy's 
talk for a reprobate like him, and^ as Mt%. ^^\X^ ^^i^ 
not present^ ehe received bim vj\\k ^OTa^XJcAa^^^ ""^a* 
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hauteur with which she had taken leave of him. Sir 
Lynam chuckled in hb own mind over her coldness, 
and thought how he should spread a snare about her 
from which she would not escape, unless she were far 
more disinterested than he took her to he« He 
assumed, therefore, a coldness equal to her own ; 
apologised for his intrusion, which he said was only 
in consequence of his wish to prevent her receiving 
what he had to communicate through less friendly 
channels. 

Alice grew almost pale, and Mrs. Franklin, startii^ 
to her daughter's side, exclaimed, '' For Heaven's 
sake, Sir Lynam, — what have you to say ? *• 

Alice thought of Mai tland— perhaps they two had 
fought a duel and he was shot ; and Mrs. Franklin 
thought of a suit for breach of promise of marriage. 

Sir Lynam, in the mean time, coolly took half a 
sheet of letter-paper from his waistcoat pocket and 
laid it before Alice. It was a copy of the codicil of 
Sir Timothy's will, under which, ia very few words, 
was ¥nitten the legal opinion of Mr. Metcalf, — 
namely^ that during the life-time of Mrs. Betty 
Thicknisse, Alice's right of possession was not worth 
an hour's purchase. 

Alice neither screamed, nor fainted, nor fell into 
hysterics. 

" What proof have I," asked she, in a tone of 
cool displeasure, " that this paper is worth any- 
thmg?" 

Her mother hastily glanced at the paper which her 
daughter held. 

** We never heard before of any codicil to Sir 
Timothy's willy — and who ia this Mr. Metcalf who 
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thns obtrudes his opinion?" asked Alice, as Sir 
Lynam gave no answer to her first query. ^ 

" I will send instantly for Mr. Twisleden," said 
Mrs. Franklin." 

"Mr. Twisleden is in Durham, my dear Mrs. 
Franklin," said Sir Lynam speaking at once in his 
most friendly voice. " He is gone over in consequence 
of this astounding discovery." 

"WTiether it was that Sir Lynam *s altered voice 
and manner subdued Alice, or whether it was the 
nflELral effect of her overwi'ought feelings, we know 
jiot — but, proud as she was, she sat down and burst 
into tears. This emotion, however, continued only a 
moment;' but it is astonishing how different her 
manner was to Sir Lynam when she next addressed 
him. "It has been very kind of you," said she, 
'*to prevent my hearing of this, as I might have done, 
from strangers ; tell me now all that you know about 
it, and what is your honest opinion. — Did the 
late Lady Thicknisse know nothing of it, nor Mr. 
Twisleden?" 

Sir Lynam leaned upon the table by which he was 
seated, and looked like Alice*s best friend. " It is 
impossible for me to say," returned he, " what know- 
ledge the late Lady Thicknisse had of this fact. My 
opinion, however, is, that she knew it, and that she 
destroyed the codicil to the will in her possession. 
As to Mr. Twisleden — " Here Sir Lynam paused and 
shrugged his shoulders. 

" Good Heavens ! " exclaimed Alice. " Do you 
think Mr. Twisleden is not to be trusted?" 

*' Mr. Twisleden," returned Sir Lynam, " was the 
confidential friend and professional adviser of Lady 
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Thicknisse, and he never betrayed his trust ; he 
is no less worthy of your confidence — nay, indeed, 
he would* serve you with a zeal he never could 
be expected to feel for your predecessor." 

"And what does Mr. Twisleden say to this dis- 
covery ? " asked Alice, taking no notice of the expres- 
sive half-smile which accompanied Sir Lynam's words, 
and which was meant to imply that Alice had un- 
bounded influence over the old lawyer. 

*' He holds," returned Sir Lynam, " precisely the 
same opinion as Mr. Metcalf ; there cannot be differ- 
ence of opinion." * 

" But," asked Mrs. Franklin, " if the late Lady 
Thicknisse destroyed this codicil to Sir Timothy's 
will, how comes it that this Mr. Metcalf is become so 
learned on the matter ? " 

" To be sure ! " said Alice. 

" The probate-copy of the will," answered Sir 
Lynam, " retains the copy ; Mr. Metcalf, either for 
curiosity, or in the prosecution of some law inquiry, 
examined this will in the ecclesiastical court in 
Durham, and made the discovery ; he communicated 
it to me. He is a friend of mine, and wished to 
benefit me thereby ; but the discovery avails nothing 
to me, — though it is of the most vital consequence to 
you. I sent over for Twisleden, and I assure you," 
said Sir Lynam, smiling again, " that the poor 
old gentleman showed far more distress and agitation 
than you have done. — ' Well secure it to Miss Frank- 
lin/ said he, 'spite of a dozen codicils — though,' 
said he, ' if this came into a court of law, not all the 
wigs and gowns in the kingdom could decide contrary 
to the will.' And Twisleden is right," added Sir 
Lynam. 
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And does Mrs. Betty know anything of this?" 
asked Alice, with an anxiety of manner which be- 
trayed her feelings. 

" Good Heavens ! no !" returned he ;. " that woiild 
be absurd indeed." 

Alice was glad Sir Lynam said so, for that was her 
opinion, though she was not quite prepared to say so. 

" Mrs. Betty may live twenty years," said Sir 
Lynam, artfully ; '* it is Mr. Twisleden's opinion — 
her constitution is excellent, though she is not the 
wisest person living." 

•* Yes, certainly," said Alice, thinking to herself 
that if Mrs. Betty got possession of Starkey, and 
lived twenty yeara, she herself should be four-and- 
forty before she could again enjoy it. 

" Certainly," repeated Sir Lynam, and added 
laughingly, that there was not the least reason in the 
world to tell Mrs. Betty about it. *' The late Lady 
Thicknisse," he said, " had been quite right ; Mrs. 
Betty was not fit to have the management of a place 
like Starkey." 

A servant at that moment entered, and said that 
Mrs. and General Byerly had called. " Not at 
home," said Mrs. Franklin. 

The servant said, with the utmost politeness, that 
the ladies were not at home. The Byerlys saw Sir 
Lynam's groom^ leading about his masters horse, and 
they knew that he was there. They adopted, there- 
fore, the idea that was universally prevalent, that the 
heiress was really receiving the addresses of Sir 
Lynam Thicknesse, which no little displeased them, 
for they themselves had a eon for whom, in the 
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family arrangements, Alice Franklin had been fixed 
on A8 wife. 

Mr. Twisleden came next day from Durham. 

He himself, as Sir Lynam had said, held the same 
opinion as Mr. Metcalf, and he told Alice so with 
tears in his eyes. 

^< Must I then give up Starkey X' asked she, with 
a deep sigh, which penetrated to the depths of the 
old gentleman's soul. 

' ^' Not if our law-craft .can keep it for you ; and I 
think it can,*' replied he. 

^' I am mortified," said Alice, confidentially, to 
her old friend — ^for twelve hours had passed since the 
conference with Sir Lynam, and twelve hours often 
set things in a very different light, — " I am deeply 
mortified," s^id she, " that Sir Lynam knows so 
much of this affair." 

Mr. Twisleden shook hb head, and said, " That 
Mr. Metcalf was a friend and old associate of Sir 
Lynam's, and that, after all, he thought it was a deal 
better that the affair was known to him than to an- 
other less interested ; the most natural thing was to 
make known this discovery to Mrs. Betty — this Mr. 
Metcalf would not do— Sir Lynam had prevented 
that." 

So then Mr. Twisleden thought, as everybody else, 
that Mrs. Betty must be kept out of possession. 
That was Alice's secret opinion, but she did not avow 
it, and she was glad that Mr. Twisleden prevented 
the necessity of her so doing. 

^' I am sure," said she, '^ I know not what is best 
to be done — I shall leave all to you. Do whateyei 
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yon think right— and with that I shall be quite 
satisfied, even if it be to resigning in favour of Mrs. 
Betty." 

" Wo must keep terms with Sir Lynam," said 
Mr. Twisleden, " or we cannot be sure of Metcalf.** 

" Would not Mrs.Betty sell her right in Starkey ?" 
suggested Mrs. Franklin, startled by her daughter 
speaking even of resigning in her favour, and not 
perceiving the ground on which this show of mag- 
nanimity was built. 

" We will leave it all to Mr. Twisleden," said 
Alice, satisfied that Mr. Twisleden understood her. 

Plans for circumventing Mrs. Betty and her right- 
ful claims filled the heads, not only of Mr. Twisle- 
den, but of Alice and her mother, though not one of 
all the three spoke out plainly to the other. 

Alice slept not that night. It was the first sleep- 
less night that she had passed at Starkey ; for though 
she had laid long awako after parting with Henry 
Maitland, that afiair gave her not half the distress of 
mind, not half the disturbance of spirit, which this 
did. To sink again into the poor Alice Franklin, 
with only a revei-sionary right to Starkey ; to have 
to wait and wait for possession, year after year, till 
she was quite old perhaps — she could not bear the 
thought of it. 

No ! Mrs. Betty knew nothing of her rights ; be- 
sides, what could she do with a place and an income 
like that of Starkey? It was absurd — it was ridiculous 
to think of it ! No, no, Starkey must still be hers-^ 
and if the lawyers were not clever enough to suggest 
some plan of securing possession to her, she must 
suggest one herself ! 
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It was a night of sore trial and temptation. Alas ! 
Alice was not strong enough to resist. 

" No," said she, the next morning, surveying her 
beautiful figure in the glass ; *' mistress of Starkey I 
am — and mistress of Starkey I will remain ! *' 

Sir Lynam and Mr. Twisleden came that morning 
together. There seemed to be the best understanding 
in the world between them. 

Mr. Twisleden said that Mr. Metcalf's silence 
was secured — Miss Franklin need have no anxiety 
on that score ; neither need she have anxiety on any 
other — added he, with an expressive glance. 

" I have suggested to Mr. Twisleden," began Six 
Lynam — 

** Better that she knows nothing of it at present — " 
interrupted Mr. Twisleden in an under voice, '* You 
will put yourself in our hands ?" asked he, address- 
ing Alice in the most kindly manner; " we have your 
full permission to act as we think well." 

Sir Lynam's eye was fixed on Alice, and she was 
mortified that spite of herself she quailed before it ; 
she was again displeased that he knew so much ot 
her affairs ; she felt instantly that her consent to this 
plan, whatever it might be, would put her in liis 
power ; and her pride was wounded. 

" Give me till this time to-morrow, to deliberate," 
said Alice. 

" My dear girl," interposed her mother, ** I 'm 
sure Mr. Twisleden will do nothing wTong ; you can 
portion off Mrs. Betty very handsomely ; a day is 
often of consequence in such tilings." 

" We will only take care that Starkey is secured 
to you" said Sir Lynam. 
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" We^ repeated Alice, with ofiFended dignity, and 
yet not loud enough for Sir Lynam to hear ; and then 
addressing Mr. Twisleden, she said, " I will leave all 
my affairs in your hands, ray dear sir — I am sure 
you will not compromise my honour;*' and with these 
words, giving her hand to her mother, they two 
went out. 



CHAPTER IX. 



A WRONQ THING DONE; AND AN EFFORT TO SAYB 
ONE WHO WILL- NOT BE SAVED. 

A DAY or two after this, Alice went into Mnu 
Betty's room. She had made up her mind to dis- 
possess the old gentlewoman of her rights; Mr. 
Twisleden knew that — so did Metcalf and Sir Lynam 
Thicknissc; and whilst she seemed always shy of the 
subject with any of them, she had been given to un- 
derstand that all, without her inteiference, would be 
managed for her. 

Into the exact state of Alice's mind we must not 
too narrowly inquire. She had taken counsel with 
herself, and had discovered that she could much 
better bear the reproaches of conscience regarding 
wrong done to Mi-s. Betty, than she could support 
the humiliation and, as she thought, the disgrace of 
giving up possession. She said to herself, that if 
Mrs. Betty knew nothing of this her claim, the 
withholding her rights could matter nothing to her; 
and that after all, the late Lady Thicknisse was most 



124 A WRONO THING DONE, ETCU 

to blame, for she knowingly had deprived the old 
lady of her legal right — while she herself had merely, 
as an involuntary agent, taken what was given her.— 
She said to herself, furthermore, that she had passed 
the Rubicon in committing herself with Sir Lynam, 
and that done, she was not now likely to turn back. 

To Mrs. Betty, therefore, she went a day or two 
after the misunderstanding between them, intending 
to charm her by a great show of amiability and sweet* 
ness, even supposing that she persevered in her dis- 
pleasure. 

Poor, dear Mrs. Betty, to persevere in displeasure 
was out of her power ; she had, as we have said, for- 
given Alice because of her own temporary wrath; 
and had not Alice come to her with smiles of con- 
ciliation, she would have gone to her, and most 
likely have offered up her two beloved rooms as a 
peace-offering. 

Never till then had Alice so much laid herself out 
to please, and never till then had seemed to care at all 
for Mrs. Betty ; and the poor old gentlewoman's 
heart warmed to her far more than if she had no 
cause of displeasure against her. Alice talked of her 
uncle Netley and of Elizabeth Durant ; of the life 
she had led at Richmond, and of the life she meant, 
to lead here when Elizabeth, early in the spring, 
came to visit her. 

Mrs. Betty in the midst of all this was half inclined 
to say a kind word for poor Henry Maitland ; but a 
me&sage from Mr. Twisleden, requesting five minutes' 
conversation with Mrs. Betty on business prevented 
it. 

<' Do not go, my dear Miss Franklin," aaid the 
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old lady, as Alice hastily rose to leave the room, 
*' Mr. Twisleden has no business with me that need 
be! secret "from you. It is only about the legacy, I 
know ; he sent about it yesterday ; so sit down, my 
dear !" 

Mr. Twisleden, Sir Lynam Thicknisse, and a 
stranger entered. 

" My friend, Mr. Metcalf," said Mr. Twisleden, 
presenting him. 

Alice was astounded as well as Mrs. Betty, for the 
visit looked formidable. Alice's colour changed, for 
she guessed the object of this, and with a feeling 
akin to faintncss she sank into a large chair in the 
duskiest comer of the room, that she might be out of 
sight of Sir Lynam. 

Mr. Twisleden said, in the most business-like 
manner, presenting a roll of bills before Mrs. Betty, 
that there she would find six thousand pounds, the 
produce of certain sales whigh had been effected ac- 
cording to the will of her late sister-in-law, which it 
was the desire of Miss Franklin to have literally 
fulfilled. 

Mrs. Betty smiled kindly on Alice, Sir Lynam 
smiled too ; but Alice saw neither one nor the other, 
for she sat with her hands over her eyes, and felt for 
the first time that she had consented to a villanous 
action. 

The gentlemen assisted the old lady, who never 
hild any head for business, to count up the money ; 
and then, afraid of giving trouble, Uiough she was by 
no means at all sure of the fact, sne said, '^ Oh yes, 
it is right ! I am sare it is right, Mr. Twisleden. I 

]i2 
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have the greatest possible dependence on you— I 
would take your word like gospel in any case !** 

A lawyer has two consciences ; the one his pro-^ 
^^ssional one; the other belonging to himself as man. 
This last conscience, in Mr. Twisleden'scase, gave him 
an uncomfortable twinge just then ; but then his 
professional conscience said, " All the better for ua, 
my dear madam, that you have this dependence on 
me* Mr. Twisleden made no audible reply, however, 
to Mrs. Betty, but merely bowed and took a pinch 
of snuff. 

Sir Lynam stood with his chin between his 
thumb and finger, and his eye fixed on Alice. 

" I must just trouble you for one moment longer," 
said Mr. Twisleden, as politely as possible ; '^ as one 
of the executors of the late Lady Thicknisse, we 
must trouble you for your signature of a receipt.*' 

" A receipt in full,** said Mr. Metcalf, stepping 
forward, and beginning to open a formidable -looking 
deed. 

" Perhaps, Metcalf, you will just run it over, that 
Mrs. Betty may hear it," said Mr. Twisleden. 

*' Oh, there docs not need that," said the confiding 
old lady. *' I am sure it is all right, Mr. Twisleden.'* 

*' As a mere matter of form," said Mr. Metcalf; 
** it will not occupy many seconds ;" and so saying, 
in the most rapid manner possible, he began to read 
over the contents of half a skin of parchment. 

Alice knew the nature of it, and she felt sick as it 
went on to state, in the fullest manner possible, Mrs. 
Betty's renunciation of all right and title to Staxk^p 
under the will of Sir Timothy Thicknisse, 
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** Gentlemen," said Mrs. Betty, interrupting Mr. 
Metcalf in the midst of his reading, ''^ I don'*t under- 
stand a word of what is being read — not one single 
word of it r* 

" Nothing but a mere form — a mere form, I do 
assure you," said Mr. Metcalf. 

" Well, I don't know," said Mrs. Betty, sorely 
puzzled ; '* it's all right, Mr. Twisleden, I suppose.** 

^^ Quite right, quite right, my dear madam," said 
Mr. Twisleden ; and Mrs. Betty being thus pacified, 
Metcalf read on more thickly and more rapidly than 
ever, and Mrs. Betty, when he had ended, knew not 
one word of the latter part of the deed. 

" This," said Mr. Twisleden, looking unusually 
pale, ^^ is merely to secure the estate from after de- 
mands or claims." 

" A mere form," said the brother lawyer, smiling; 
" the law makes security doubly sure." 

" Well, I'm sure I know no more about what I've 
heard than the child unborn/' said Mrs. Betty, taking 
the pen which Mr. Twisleden presented to her be- 
tween her fingers. ^' Did you understand it. Miss 
Franklin ?" asked she, turning to Alice. 

" It is, you hear, merely a form," said Alice, thus 
appealed to ; and Mr. Twisleden, anxious to spare 
her, gently took hold of Mrs. Betty's hand which 
held the pen. " Perhaps you will be so good as to 
put your signature here," said he ; " Mr. Metcalf— 
Sir Lynam, you will be good enough to witness Mrs. 
Betty's signature." 

Poor Mrs. Betty, as she said, knew nothing of the 
nature of that which she was about to sign, although 
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she could not help remarking, *' I should have 
thought a plain, simple receipt on a ten-shilling 
stamp, or ivhatever the sum would require, would 
have been cjuite enough — but," added she, " lawyers 
know what they are about — so much money for so 
many words — you'll find that out, Miss Franklin, 
before long ;" and with these words, which the dear 
old lady meant for a littlo joke, she signed her name 
before witnesses, and therewith, as the deed specified, 
of her own free will resigned all right and title what- 
ever to the property of Starkey. 

'' Let me congratulate you on secure possession, 
my dear Miss Franklin," said Mr. Twisleden, meet- 
ing Alice an hour afterwards. 

Alice did not choose to tell Mr. Twisleden what 
her own conscience had said to her on the subject 
within the last hour ; and leaving him therefore with 
the full impression that she was highly satisfied, she 
went to dress for a quiet party of their acquaintance, 
the Byerlys and the rest, who were going to dine 
with her mother and herself that evening. 

Scarcely anybody that was with them that evening 
was as well pleased with Alice as formerly. Every 
one thought her engaged to Sir Lynam Thicknisse, 
and nobody liked him. She too was silent and ab- 
stracted, and never had appeared to so little advan- 
tage before. The fact was, she thought very little 
about her guests ; and though she had by no means 
lost her desire to dazzle and captivate, she had not 
any power over herself that night. *' It is weak,** 
thought she to herself a hundred times that evening, 
^ to think so much of this affair — for if I were to be 
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tried a thousand times I should still do as I have 
done, and with all these people here wondering at 
me — it never will do !" 

She rallied herself for two minutes, and then for 
the next ten relapsed into dark thoughts : she had 
consented to a villanous deed — she had put herself 
into the power of Sir Lynam Thicknisse ! A had 
conscience is a most troublesome bosom guest ; it will 
be heard, though a hundred voices be raised against it. 

The next day Mr. Netley arrived at Starkey, 
There was a great show of welcome, and it somewhat 
reconciled Alice to herself to make the good old gen- 
Ueman feel what joy his arrival could give. 

Well, Starkey was a fine place, and Alice was very 
lovely, though looking, as he thought, somewhat paler 
than she had done at Richmond ; and she seemed to 
become her station admirably, and had, moreover, 
received him with such overflowing afifection, that, 
spite of all her fickleness to poor Maitland, he, her 
old loving uncle, could not help feeling proud of her, 
and satisfied with her too. 

His old servant Jonathan told him wonderful tales 
of the ample kitchens and offices, butler's rooms and 
housekeeper s rooms, and of the number of old, 
respectable servants, who, having all just received 
their legacies, were in high good humour, and had 
all something to say in praise of their young mistress. 
Old Mr. Netley was no more than mortal, and so 
dazzled was he by his niece's grandeur, and so won 
by her show of kindness, that it was ten days, at the 
very least, before he was able to take a more sober 
view of things. By degrees, however, after the first 
dazzling view was taken, he began to see now one 
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little thing and then another which displeased him. 
Of Sir Ly nam's visits he had heard hefore he came, 
and of Avhat the \N'orld said thereon — that indeed it 
was which sent him at that season to Starkey at all ; 
hut for the first several days the haronet had not pre- 
sented himself ; now, on the contrary, he came almost 
every day, and there was a sort of understanding 
hetween the two which greatly annoyed him. 

Suspicion once roused does not readily sleep again, 
and Mr. Netlcy now let nothing escape him : there 
was a peculiarity about Alice in her intercourse with 
Sir Lynam which he could not fathom ; she was both 
cold and confidential — there was an anxiety in her 
manner when she was with him, and an uneasiness 
and an impatience if she saw him in company with 
others : she very rarely spoke of him, yet he had seen 
her turn pale before him. In Sir Lynam's eye, too, 
there was an occasional glance as of triumph ; he ex* 
ercised a sort of arbitrary power over her ; he would 
fling a look at her in her proudest and haughtiest 
moments, before which she would quail. Mrs. 
Franklin, too, showed him the most extraordinary 
consideration ; with her it was, ^* Sir Lynam, this ; 
and my dear Sir Lynam, that,"— just as if they were 
the oldest and best friends in the world, or as if she 
had her own particular reasons for paying him atten-> 
tions. The more the old gentleman looked on, the 
more he was dissatisfied; he remembered all the 
causes of complaint he ever had had against his niece, 
more especially regarding poor Heniy Maitland ; and 
he resolved to watch her more narrowly. He did so ; 
and what between his own observations, and his sus- 
picions, he began to find that Alice was by no means 
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what slie had heen ; her light-heartedness was gone ; 
her very inde[)endenee of action was gone. It was no 
use talking to her mother ; there was something so 
specious about her too, he could not make the same 
impression upon her that he used to do. 

It might be only the natural influence of all this 
wealth ; but soflleway or other he thought there was 
a something more than that, could he but penetrate 
it. The only person who seemed to have any trans- 
parency of character about her was Mrs. Betty. He 
very soon made, therefore, a great acquaintance with 
her — or rather a great friendship, and referred to her 
to have all his perplexities cleared up. 

But w^e may as well give Mrs. Betty's letter to 
Elizabeth Durant, written about a fortnight after 
this time. 

" Starkey^ January 24. 

" My dear Elizabeth — I am just got up from 
a sick-bed, where I have been confined for five days, 
but more from sickness of mind than of body. Strange 
things have come to light, and others equally strange 
have taken place here, which have no little unsettled 
me, and of which what the end may be, God only 
knows. 

" Mr. Netley, who seems to be a very straight- 
forward, determined sort of character, took, it appears, 
an early opportunity of inquiring from Sir Lynam 
Thicknisse what were his intentions towards Miss 
Franklin. Sir Lynam, who has always failed in 
respect to the old gentleman, replied somewhat offen- 
sively, though without demur, that it was marriage, 
referring him at the same time to his niece. My 
surprise was not less than his when he informed me 
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that Alice herself verified this. Sir Lynam had heen 
accepted by her for nearly three weeks. 

'' I have not words to express my astonishment-^ 
not (b say my distress — so beautiful as she is, so ]'ich, and 
80 accomplished, she might have chosen from the very 
best in the land ; and then to have hurried things in 
si^ch a disgraceful manner, scarcely tkree months after 
her predecessor s death, to liave given this preference to 
the very man who insulted, as it were, her death-bed ; 
scarcely three weeks, too, after breaking with poor 
Mr. Maitland, and while she hardly knew whether 
he was living or dead, to promise herself to such 
a reprobate ! Heavens, Elizabeth, it is more than I 
can understand ! 

*^ There had been some little disimion between 
Miss Franklin and myself, but that was all passed ; 
a better understanding seemed to be growing up he- 
tween us ; slie was one that I could not help loving, 
spite of her faults, and I flattered myself that I might 
even win some affection from her in return. I had 
made my will, after having received my legacy, and 
had left her a little remembrance in it ; for though 
anything I could leave would have been nothing to 
her, still I wished to show her a mark of my regard. 
I know not exactly how it wai, but my heart seemed 
warming to her, and she on her side, had behaved of 
late with much softness and kindness to me. 

^' I could not help shedding tears when Mr. Net- 
ley told me the avowal she had made to him. ^ Poor 
thing V said 1, ' she knows not this man's character; 
she knows not her own worth, and how she might, if 
she would only wait awhile, pick and choose from 
the very best families in the county !' 
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" Mr. Netley, as I said this, rung the bell and 
ordered her to be sent to him, in my room, where we 
were sitting. She came, which was more than I ex- 
pected, and, full of unspeakable indignation, he began 
to upbraid and scold her. That was not by any 
means the right tone to use with her ; a proud crim- 
son rose to her brow, and with the utmost coolness 
she told him that she was her own mistress, and 
meant, in her own time, to marry Sir Lynam. 

" < I will present myself before you at the altar,' 
exclaimed Mr. Netley, almost beside himself with 
passion, * and forbid such an unholy wedlock ! * 

" Alice's figure seemed almost Titanic, as she rose 
np and w^ith a look of concentrated anger declared, 
that 'neither Heaven nor earth should prevent it.' 

" * Oh Alice, dear Alice ! ' I cried, with tears in 
my eyes, * you know not into what misery you are 
blindly rushing ! You know not the character 
of this man!' 

*' My words seemed to have an immediate effect 
on her passion. ' It is my fate ! ' said she, in a milder 
voice, and reseated herself. 

'* ' Alice,' said I, taking her hand, ' you are young, 
you are inexperienced; let me warn you — let me 
save you ! You know not your own worth, neither 
do yon know the character of this man. You wiU- 
esponse certam misery in marrying him !' 

^' The eolour had died from her cheek as I spoke, 
and she burst into tears. 

" ' Yon are a stranger in these parts,' said I, ' you 
know not Sir Lynam ; you gave your promise to 
him thoughtlessly ; withdraw it without a moment's 
delay ! ' 

M 
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*' * I cannot ! I cannot !' said she, covering her face 
with her hands. 

** ' You broke your promise of years to one of the 
best men on God's earth,' exclaimed Mr. Netley 
with great warmth, ' and one who loved you better 
than life, and yet you cannot break it to this profli- 
gate — to this lover of a day ? ' 

•' ' I cannot ! ' repeated she again. 

"'And why, in Heaven's nainel' inquired he, 
catching violently hold of her arm. 

*' ' It is enough for me that I know I cannot !' said 
she, disengaging herself, and speaking in a tone of 
determination. 

" ' God in Heaven !' exclaimed he, growing more 
inflamed by her coolness. 

" ' Alice, dearest Alice,* said T, * give me a rela- 
tion's privilege over you, let me persuade you to listen 
to reason and experience/ 

" * No, Mrs. Betty, no ! ' said she, putting me.aside 
and rising, yet with tears in her eyes, which she en- 
deavoured to conceal. * My mother is satisfied, 60 
am I too ; what needs it then that othera should in- 
terfere ? If I do wrong it is myself alone that suf- 
fers ; I have taken a step which I cannot recall, and 
I will allow no one to interfere with my actions ! * 
and with these words she left us. 

" The old gentleman's anger was indescribable, and 
I was more hurt than I can tell. I really am become 
extremely attached to her, and her blindness fills my 
soul with compassion. 

" ' It is infatuation ! it is madness ! ' said Mr. 
Netley, stamping on the floor with rage. * This in- 
heritance has turned her head ! ' 
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*' Jan, 2?. So far, my dear Elizabeth, I wrote 
three days ago. I now take up my pen to continue 
my chronicle of events. 

" The scene with Miss Franklin, as recorded above, 
and the distress and anxiety of her worthy uncle, quite 
overset me, and I have had again one of my fits of 
nervous head-ache, which has left me very much of 
an invalid. I needed, however, to have had more 
than my usual strength fur that which awaited me— • 
but not to keep you in impatience, I will proceed to 
tell you all. 

" I had just taken my coffee in bed, yesterday 
morning, when the card of a Mr. Bartholomew, 
Solicitor, London, was brought to me ; he was quite 
a stranger to me, and refused to leave any message, 
begging most strenuously to see me. I dressed 
hastily and went to him, no little alarmed, as I always 
am, Vhen lawyers come on sudden business. 

*' Mr. Bartholomew, who is a very large, imposing* 
looking person, entered upon his business without 
any circumlocution. The information he had to give 
me, would, he said, he doubted not, no little surprise 
me — as you may believe it did, when he informed 
me, that I — even poor I — the insignificant Mrs, 
Betty Thicknisse, was the rightful possessor of Star- 
key during the term of my own natural life ; in proof 
of which he produced a copy of a codicil to Sir 
Timothy's will. A great deal he said about the 
wrong which had been done to me by my late poor - 
sister-in-law, who it seems, knowingly, or unknow- 
ingly, God only knows, kept me out of my own 
rights. I forgive her, and if she wrongfully possessed 
herself of what was mine, may God as freely forgive 
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her as I do. I, it is possible, might not have had as 
easy a conscience as I now have, if all this power and 
possession had beei^ mine. There is deep meiping in 
those words of our Lord's prayer, * Deliver us from 
temptation.' 

" My head, at no time very clear, was in no con- 
dition to understand the wordiness of this Mr. Bar- 
tholomew, so I sent to request the favour of Mr. 
Netley's company that he might give me some little 
advice, for I take him to be a sensible, practical 
person. 

" Mr. Bartholomew was known to him by char* 
acter. The merest accident in the world, he said, 
had thrown the will of Sir Timothy Thicknisse into 
his hands. He was down at Durham on some law 
business, and had occasion to search some papers in 
the Ecclesiastical Court, and giving the man a less 
fee than he expected, was remonstrated with thus : 
* Gentlemen,' said he, ' do not commonly give merely 
a half-crown ; it was only yesterday that I received 
a seven-shilling piece for a sight of old Thicknisse*8 
will.' ' Ah so !' said the lawyer, recalling that case 
of singular inheritance, and feeling a sudden desire 
to see the will also, ' I too will give you seven shil- 
lings for a sight of that will.' 

" ' I saw it,' said he, * and was instantly struck 
with the unacknowledged nature of the codicil; 
' Who was the gentleman,' asked he, * who last saw 
this will V The man could not tell, excepting that 
he believed him to be one of the descendants of the 
testator — the present Sir Lynam Thicknisse.' 

" ' Thank you, Sir ! thank you, my dear Sir 1 * 
exdaimed Mr. Netley all at once, as if he were out 
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of his senses ; ' give me your hand ; you have 8ug« 
gested an idea to me — ^you have done me the greatest 
service !' 

Neither I nor Mr. Bartholomew could, for the 
life of us, tell what the old gentleman meant. 

«* My dear Sir?' said I. 

*' ' Yes, yes,' said he, * We will go to law on this 
codicil. Mr. Bartholomew, you shall undertake the 
case.' 

" Mr. Bartholomew looked all alive. * There is 
the best ground in the world/ said he, ' on which to 
found the claim. Mrs. Betty Thicknisse has the 
most indisputable title.' 

*' ' I cannot — I will not, disinherit her !' said I. 

" ' You both can and shall !* exclaimed Mr. Net- 
ley. ' She shall be again without a penny, bu^ in 
reversion. You may live twenty years, Mrs. Betty, 
and she shall marry poor Henry after all.' 

'^ I began to see what his intentions were ; in dis- 
possessing her of Starkey, the affair with Sir Lynam 
would be at an end. 

" ' There is no doubt whatever about it/ said I, 
as we talked it over again when Mr. Bartholomew 
was gone. ' Sir Lynam's object is Starkey, and if 
my putting forth my claim will save her from this 
marriage I will do it. But understand Mr. Netley,' 
said I, ' for myself I covet not Starkey. Two rooms, 
peace of mind and rest of body, love to my fellow- 
creatures and duty performed before God, are all I 
covet, all I aspire to ! * 

" Oh, my dear young friend ! you know not what 
an agitation these things have thrown me into. My 
heart warms to Alice, as it has never donie befate \ L 

«2 
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feel as if I were about to injure her; hut the Al- 
mighty is my witness, that were Starkey my own 
this very moment, and I could hut know her free from 
Sir Lynam, I would resign it into her hands. She 
is far fitter for ihe mistress of this noble place than 
an old woman like me. 

'* But whatever I am, my dear Elizabeth, 
^* I am, and shall ever continue, 

" Your true friend and well-wisher, 

*' Betty Thioknissb.** 



CHAPTER X. 



PERSEVERANOa AGAINST HOPE. 

Mrs. Betty and Mr. Netley had a long con- 
sultation together, in which they arranged their 
plan of action. On condition of Alice giving np the 
acquaintance with Sir Lynam Thicknissc, and bind- 
ing herself not to marriage with him, Mrs. Betty 
should voluntarily resign all her claim to Starkey ; 
but if Alice remained perverse, that the old lady's 
claims, the validity of which admitted of no doubt, 
should be strenuously asserted; Alice deprived of 
possession ; and thus, though by unpleasant means, 
a marriage should be prevented which both the good 
old people were convinced ensured only misery and 
degradation. 

> Mrs. Betty, who felt herself inadequate to opening, 
by word of mouth, this business to Alice, of which 
ibe supposed her to be in ignorance, although there 
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was every reason to suppose Sir Lynam was acquainted 
with it, wrote her a note, full of kindness and con- 
sideration, the penning of which cost the dear old 
lady many tears, and with which she inclosed a 
copy of the important codicil, hegging to be allowed 
an interview with her at her earliest convenience. 

Nothing, as may be expected, could exceed the 
dismay and consternation of Alice on reading this 
note, and her suspicions instantly fell on Mr. 
Twisleden; she believed herself to have been be- 
trayed by him. Inevitable disgrace seemed before 
her ; and she almost cursed herself in the bitterness 
of the moment. 

" Better, ten thousand times, to have thrown myself 
on the generosity of Mrs. Betty ! Oh, Heavens ! that 
I had done so at once ! " said she. 

It was, however, the fear of detection and disgrace 
which wrung these bitter words from her ; and, full 
of unspeakable resentment, she summoned her lawyer 
to her presence. 

Twisleden received all her reproaches with the 
indignation of an innocent man, as indeed he was, 
regarding any betrayal of her; and Alice was too 
deep-seeing into human nature not to discover that 
Twisleden was too much her slave to have played 
her false. She gave him her hand; assured him 
again of her confidence; besought his forgiveness 
of her suspicions ; and received from him, not only 
assurances of undying fidelity, but assurances, also, 
that after the deed which Mrs. Betty had signed, 
she, herself, was unquestionably secure of Starkey 
beyond the power of a thousand lawyers, and even 
that if the old lady were determined. V^ eomV^^N^*^^^!^ 
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her, which he did not believe she ever would, tht 
greatest possible care should be taken that Alice, her* 
self, was in no way compromised. Mrs. Bettjr was a 
weak-headed person ; all the world knew that ; she had 
signed a deed one day, of which she had repented 
the next; — or the nature of which, in fact, she 
appeared quite to have forgotten. Nothing in the 
world was easier than to deal with an opponent 
of Mrs. Betty's character. — What he now counselled 
Alice to do, was to treat the affair cavalierly, — to 
set light by the codicil, and defy her, if she liked, to 
do her worst. '^ There was nothing,*' Mr. Twi3le4en 
said, ^^ like carrying things with a high hand." 

Greatly assured by the interview with Mr. 
Twisleden, Alice gave permission for the interview 
with Mrs. Betty. 

Bothjadies looked pale and agitated when they 
met. Alice, prouder and colder than ever, as if she 
had been injured ; and Mrs. Betty trembUng with 
emotion, and with eyes full of tears, as if She wers 
weeping over the pain she had to inflict. 

^' Dear Miss Franklin," began the old lady, after 
taking the seat which had been indicated to her, and 
seeing that Alice waited for her to begin ; ^' it is 
impossible for me to tell you the pain which this 
discovery has occasioned me ! " 

** It need give you but very little, Mrs. Betty," 
said Mrs. Franklin, who knew all, and was seated 
by her daughter; "resign your claims, if you really 
have any, in favour of Alice, at once." 

•'That I will do," returned Mrs. Betty, who 
found it much easier to proceed with the business 
when Abe saw the tone th«y wexe about to assnmo; 
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"that I will do to-day, nay this very hour, on one 
simple condition." 

*' What is that 1" asked Alice, feeling instantly a 
determination to exert her utmost power of fascin- 
ation, '^ you will ask no condition, dear Mrs. Betty, 
which I will not willingly grant ; — half my income 
—anything, dear Mrs. Betty, hut the disgrace — 
or rather, I should say, mortification of giving up 
all. I am sure you understand my feelings;" said 
Alice, in her most winning tone, and looking with 
infinite afi^ection on the old lady ; " to he a laughing- 
stock — a country's talk^-oh, Mrs. Betty, I'm sure 
you will save me from that 1 " 

*' I will save you from that, dearest Miss Franklin," 
said Mrs. Betty, earnestly ; " and I will save you 
from much more than that, from humiliation and 
misery ; from marriage with Sir Lynam Thicknisse ! " 

Alice started, — clasped her hands and was silent. 

" Gracious Heavens ! " exclaimed Mrs. Betty, 
" what fascination is this ! Sir Lynam the spend- 
thrift, the libertine, the hypocrite ! Alice," said 
she, "you have not known him for years, as I 
have done! In marrying him, you unite yourself 
to misery! Mrs. Franklin," said she, addressing 
that lady ; " can you, her mother, calmly see this, 
and not interpose to save her ? Ten thousand times 
better would it be, to descend to poverty's self, even 
had she been ten times richer than the possession 
of Starkey made her, than marry this man! You 
are young, Alice ; " continued she, *' you are beau- 
tiful, you are made to win all hearts, and if your 
mother will not act a mother's part by you, to 
save you from worse than mere poverty — I will; 
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and not a mother's part only, but the part of a 
Btem teacher — I will take Starkey from you — and 
thank God that I have the power of doing so— and 
then see if Sir Lynam will marry you ! ** 

Under other circumstances Alice's good sense 
might have whispered that there was truth iu Mrs. 
Betty's words, but she was then in no humour 
to make acknowledgment or concession even to 
herself; she remembered Mr. Twisleden s words^ 
and felt angry that a person like Mrs. Betty should 
use this tone of assumption — as she chose to deem it ; 
she remembered that he had counselled her to carry 
things with a high hand, and she determined to 
follow his advice. 

** I myself Will break with Sir Lynam Thicknisse, 
if I see fit," said she, ^' without the compulsion or 
interference of any one ; and as to Starkey, if you 
have a right to it, Mrs. Betty, assert it; you will 
find me quite ready to defend my claim. Mr. Twis- 
leden himself advises me to give up merely what the 
law demands." 

^I am an old woman," returned Mrs. Betty, 
meekly ; '' and to go to law, and to get into notoriety 
of any kind, would be most unpleasant to me, would, 
I should consider, under ordinary circumstances, be 
very unseemly and disgraceful : but. Miss Franklin, 
this I will do : — the first lawyers in the kingdom shall 
take my cause in hand ; I will get possession from 
you, and not one sixpence shall reach you till the 
Almighty takes me hence, and in his sight it will be 
a righteous deed !" 

Both Alice and her mother seemed speechless. 

*' Yes, Alice," continued Mrs. Betty, shaking in a 
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Toice of strong emotion, '^ this I will do, and Arom the 
warmest affection for you ! Heaven knows what it 
is from w^hich I would defend you ; from tears and 
heart-ache on earth, and it may he from endless 
misery hereafter; for what may not a tyrannical 
wicked nature like him tempt you to ? Oh, Alice,** 
said the poor old gentlewoman, dropping on her knee 
before her ; " give me your word before witnesses not 
to marry this man, and I will sign the fullest deed of 
renunciation ; and, fondly though my heart clings to 
this place as ray home, I will go away to-morrow, 
and never trouble you more !" 

"Rise, rise, Mrs. Betty, rise !" said Alice, really 
moved, spite of pride and every other bad counsellor, 
by the disinterested spirit of the old lady ; " I cannot 
bear this : I am sure you mean well to me. Give 
me till to-morrow to consider!" 

Mrs. Betty rose, and kissing Alice's forehead, left 
the room unahle to say another word. 

Sir Lynam that day had a long consultation with 
the two lawyers, Twisleden and Metcalf. He was 
the accepted lover of Alice ; he was privy to the trick 
which had been put on Mrs. Betty, and, looking on 
Starkey as his own already, he considered himself 
entitled to take part in every movement. 

Sir Lynam all this time seemed the most gentle- 
manly of men ; and but that Mr. Twisleden knew 
what the baronet's character was, and what his conduct 
had hitherto been, he might have considered him a 
very pleasant, although certainly not a very high* 
principled man. 

All was satis&ctorily arranged among them. The 
utmost confidence was felt on their part regarding 
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Alice^s claim. The first lawyers in London were to 
be ooiiRilted and employed if the cause came to trial : 
their opinion^ however, was that, considering the 
odium of an old person like Mrs. Betty advancing her 
daim in opposition to one with so many recommen- 
dations as Alice, who in a few years, sooner or later, 
must come into possession, she would hefore long 
come to terms with them; sign another deed of 
renunciation; and thus, afItT the lawyers had aU 
made a nice thing of it for themselves, there would be 
an end of the matter, without their being in any way 
committed. All the odium would fall on Mrs. Betty, 
and the young heiress would, as it were, only have 
additional claim to universal favour. 

Poor Mrs. Betty ! after her interview with Alice, 
she had a terrible fit of nervous headache, and it 
required all Mr. Netley's determination, and strong- 
minded clearness of purpose, to keep her in harmony 
with herself. 

*^I'll get the affair fast into the hands of the 
lawyers," said he to himself, " so that she can't run 
off; for, spite of all her prejudice against Sir Lynam, 
I am not quite sure whether Alice may not over- 
persuade her ; and, as I*m a living man, after she has 
broken with Maitland, she shall not marry that fellow 
if human power can prevent it !" 

Mr. Netley, therefore, engaged Mr. Bartholomew, 
who was a lawyer of great talent and reputation, and 
determined that, if on the morrow Alice's determina- 
tion was to abide by her engagement with Sir Lynam, 
that he teould return immediately to London, and, as 
agent for Mrs. Betty, lose not a moment in prosecuting 
the suit* 
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Sir Lynam Thicknisse was at Starkey that evening, 
but he left again without seeing Aliee ; she refused to 
see him on the plea of indisposition, and somewhat 
chagrined he rode away again, after exchanging a 
few commonplace compliments with her mother. Not 
a word was said or hinted to him of Mrs. Betty • 
proposal. 

Alice sat alone that evening in communion with 
herself; she passed a sleepless night ; and when the 
next morning dawned upon her, her mind was as 
little settled as it had been the evening before. 

" I wish," sighed she to herself, " I could see my 
way clearly and definitely before me ! " 

What were, in fact, Alice's true sentiments it is 
not very easy to say. Love for Sir Lynam ? No, 
certainly — not at least such love as that which young 
Maitland had cherished for her — it was a vague sort 
of undefined, uneasy passion, half self-love, which 
had in the outset desired his admiration, and coveted 
influence over him, and which, now that it had becm 
gratified, she could easily have given up for any new 
object; but then the step which self-interest had 
made her take regarding Mrs. Betty, and which had 
been suggested, and urged on, and brought about by Sir 
liynam, had placed her in his power — ^had made her 
fear to break with him. A secret injurious to her 
honour was in his keeping. Suppose she were to 
embrace Mrs. Betty's proposal — what then? She 
had already secured her own firm hold on Starkey : 
Mrs. Betty might threaten, but Alice was assured by 
her lawyers that she had put all power out of her own 
hands ; and if she were to break with Sir Lynam, it 
would be only unsealing his lips to trum^t ahtoAd. 
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her own disgrace, for she could well believe Sir Lynam 
capable of taking deep revenge. Poor Alice I she 
flattered herself, as many a woman does, to the rivet- 
ing of her own misery, that she should retam as much 
influence over the husband as she had had over the 
lover, and she determined to risk all. 

" There are men I might love better than Sir 
Lynam," thought she to herself, *' but I cannot 
retract; I am too deeply committed with him for 
that. I may risk something in marrying him, but 
I am eternally disgraced if I make him my enemy ! " 

That day, therefore, her answer went to Mrs. 
Betty. She could not allow herself to be dictated to, 
she said, '' although she gave Mrs. Betty credit for 
the best intentions towards her, and that on deliberate 
consideration she found no occasion to interrupt the 
connexion existing between herself and Sir Lynam 
Thicknisse.'' 

It may naturally be asked — as it was, and that in 
no very measured terms by Mr. Netley — Whatever 
Alice's mother was about, to let her run blindly on 
her ruin ? 

" Bless you, my dear sir," said she, in reply, " what 
can I do ? Alice is old enough to judge for herself; 
she has always shown great good sense ; and if I were 
to turn her this way or that way, how can I be sure 
fhat it would be for the best ? It has always been 
my opinion that parents have no right to dictate and 
control in cases of this kind. Our children many for 
themselves, and not for us; and I have this confidence 
in Alice, that she will do nothing without sufficient 
reasons, though she may not choose always to commu- 
nicate them." 
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The fact was, Mrs. Franklin sacrificed her own 
judgment to her daughter ; to use a common phrase, 
her head was turned with her prosperity ; she could 
hardly believe that the mistress of Starkey could do 
wrong. She had been weakly silent in the trick upon 
Mrs. Betty ; and having been silent then, she felt as 
if she had not any right to speak afterwards. 

Alice's decision made an irreparable breach between 
herself and her uncle ; and impatient to make her 
feel how in earnest was the threat of dispossession, 
he hurried to London, with full authority from the 
almost heart-broken Mrs, Betty to set lawyers at 
work against her. 

'' Let nothing of all this alarm you," my dear 
Miss Franklin," said Mr. Twisleden, as the first 
letter from Mrs. Betty's lawyer was laid before her. 
^^ Tou are as safely in possession as if the old lady 
had been dead a dozen years." 

'^We must have the park-wall continued round 
that part which is called the Pleasaonoe," said Sir 
Lynam, as he drove Alice and her mother out one 
fine morning early in April, for he began even to 
speak of everything as if it were his own. ^^ I will . 
return that way and look at it ; there is good brick- 
clay down there, and we wiU bum our own bricks." 

Alice made no reply ; indeed, she had not heard 
his words. She had been thinking, of what now and 
then would come across her thoughts in those plea- 
sant spring days, that Elizabeth Durant must think 
her unkind never to write to her, especially as she 
had talked so much of her visiting Starkey early in 
the year. '^ But how could I have her with me ?" 
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thoQglit she again, as she always did on sach occa- 
sions. ^^ It is quite enough that Mrs. Betty and I 
are at variance." 

" Oh, my dear !** said her mother to her, '* have 
you mentioned to Sir Lynam ahout our going into 
Scotland 1 '* 

'' Not before grouse-shooting ?** said Sir Lynam. 

"As soon as ever the weather is settled,** said 
Alice. ^^ I would have gone to London, but some- 
way just at present I cannot bear London ; and till 
tills affair is settled with Mrs. Betty, it is unpleaauit 
to be in the same house with her.*' 

" I think she ought to have withdrawn," said Mrs. 
Franklin ; " two people in one house who are at law 
with each other. It is quite ridiculous V 

^^I mean to take a house in EdinbuTgfa," said 
Alice. ^* I have a great desire to see the beautiful 
scenery of Scotland. Oh, it will be so quiet there !" 
said she, with a deep sigh, forgetting — poor Alice I— 
that where the mind is not at ease, there is c^uiet 
nowhere. 

Sir Lynam turned and looked at her, and for the 
first time was struck with the anxious expression of 
her countenance. 

" Yes, very good," said he, thinking of the High- 
land scheme, ^^ and I'll come up for grouse-shooting.** 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A BROKEN HXABT. 

Lawters are not remarkably speedy in their 
movements, for a reason very sufficient to themselves ; 
that a long job pays much better than a short one* 

Mr. Bartholomew and Philip Durant, who was 
the counsel chosen for Mrs. Betty, met many and 
mikny a time to talk it over, and to deliberate as to 
what was next to be done ; seeing that Alice's lawyers, 
from whom they confidently looked for ofiers of 
compromise and conciliation, stood aloof and seemed 
as if they made sure of having the most firm ground 
of right. All this time Alice's lawyers had, on their 
part, made themselves quite sure that, however 
determined Mrs. Betty^ urged on by Mr. Netley, 
might be, that she never would suffer the thing to come 
to a decision by law. Month after month, however, 
went on; the spring came, and the summer and the 
lawyers of Mrs. Betty made not only no step to 
pacification, but gave notice for the cause to come on 
in autumn. 

Alice and her mother, meantime, were in Scotland, 
whillng away the pleasant summer months among 
the most beautiful Highland scenes; Alice finding 
wherever she went admirers and friends, and creat- 
ing an interest for herself, not only as the so-much- 
talked-of heiress of Starkey, but also for her own 
personal attractions. 

ot 
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** Oh ! how heavenly would this life be," &ighed 
she, " if I could only forget Starkey ! " 

But we must turn back from summer months 
and Highland scenes, to the early part of February, 
when Nehemiah Netlcy, having arrived in London 
full of grief and displeasure against his niece, went to 
inquire after Henry Maitland. 

^*And how is Heni*y ?" asked he, from Maitland 
the elder, who, with a sunny tradesman's smile on • 
sad countenance, was bowing two titled ladies out of 
his shop. 

*' He'll never be himself again," returned he, his 
countenance growing sadder and more troubled; 
^^ never, as long as he lives, Mr. Netley. I '11 tell 
you what," continued he, growing at once very red, 
and looking very positive, ^^if it had not been for 
the promise I made him when I thought he lay 
on his death-bed, if it had been my last shilling I 
would have spent it in having revenge ; in TWAlfing 
her one way or other repent of it ! " 

'*My dear sir," said Mr. Netley, ** she's laying 
up repentance for herself, as fast as you or her wont 
enemy can wish it !" 

*' And no more than right, Mr. Netley " returned 
the other ; '' as a man sows so shall he reap ; and I've 
no reason, not I, to wish any good to her. It makes 
me downright angry, to see what a wTeck she's 
made of my poor boy ! " and spite of his anger, Mr. 
Maitland wept ; but ashamed of the emotion which 
he could not control, walked into a little private 
room behind his shop and fairly sobbed aloud ; Mr. 
Netley the while stood midway in the shop, looking 
tolerably unmoved, but experiencing, nevertheless, 
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feelings not much less bitter than those of his 
friend. 

''I'll tell you what, Maitland," said he, going 
into the little private room, when he thought the 
father 8 emotion might be somewhat abated, '^ I'll tell 
you what I've been thinking of; there's nothing like 
change for a mind diseased. It will never do to let 
him mope at home over his troubles ; we must do 
something to amuse him." 

The two old gentlemen sat down and talked it 
over. Mr. Netley, always active, and always liking 
above all things to be employed for somebody or 
other, proposed to take chaige of him during a tonr 
somewhere. 

The Peace of Amiens had just then been con* 
eluded, and all the world was flocking to Paris, 
which then, when the Continent was so little known 
to the English, offered of course more novelty even 
than now. To Paris, therefore, the old gentleman 
offered to conduct his young friend, and to Paris they 
went. . 

The i^iten which he and his companion wrote 
were cheerful and interesting, and the happiest 
results were anticipated. They staid for a month 
in Paris, and then Henr}% who seemed to have a re- 
pugnance to returning to England, proposed that they 
should venture still farther, even though the Con- 
tinent was anything but in a settled state. Maitland, 
however, spoke French admirably ; and by steering 
their way through those states of Germany which 
were in alliance with France, they penetrated much 
farther than the English generally did in those days. 

They were soon in Saxony ; and Mr. Netley, who 
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haci always had a great interest and ciuiosity abont 
the Moravian settlements, proposed that they shonld 
yisit the great mother-colony of that people at 
Hermhut. All was alike to Henry Maitland ; and, 
Bomewhat wearied and over^excited by travel, and 
the anxieties of travel in those times of trouble- and 
ferment, he too began greatly to long for qviet. ; 

Chance had thrown them in the way of a certain 
Graf Sternberg, who was nearly connected with the 
family of the Zinzendorfs; and furnished by him 
with letters to the principal elders of the community 
at Hermhut, they travelled direct thither. 

Like a peacef\il island in the midst of stormy 
waters lay the little settlement of these " Watchers 
of the Lord," as they called themselves, in the midst 
of war-shaken Germany. It was a summer's even- 
ing when they approached the place; cultivated 
fields covered the hill-sides, and good roads cut 
through trim plantations — ^the work of the early 
settlers, under the direction of Count Zinzendorf,— - 
gave the most cheerful character to its locality. 
Presently they overtook a band of peasants returning 
from their field-labour, who were singing a hymn of 
thanksgiving. The very air seemed to the travellers 
apostolic ; and as they drove quietly into the village 
itself, the clean, cheerful exterior of the houses, the 
breadth of the well-paved streets, the pleasant gar- 
dens which they saw here and there, and the broad 
walks, which seemed leading into pleasant wilder- 
nesses, all together made such a strUdng contrast to 
the aspect of all other German villages, as diffused a 
gladness over their spirits. The farther they ad- 
vanced the more they were fayourably impressed, and 
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pleased : no noisy children were quarrelling in the 
streets ; no disgusting figui-es of poverty and wretch- 
edness met their eye — they saw only heal thy- looking 
men with cheerful yet serene countenances, and mild- 
looking women in the quiet garb of the sect, all 
wearing caps of the most snowy linen, tied with 
ribbops of various colours, denoting the wearer to be 
maiden, wife, or widow. Music, too — not the gay 
waltz or warlike melody, nor even those stirring na- 
tional airs almost universal to Germany, but music of 
a soft devotional character — was heard from many an 
open window which they passed, or from gardens 
where men and women, and little children, had 
assembled for worship or social enjoyment. 

*' Thank God ! " said Henry Maitland, laying his 
thin, feverish hand on the arm of his friend ; " we 
have at last found the right place — at last found a 
haven of peace ! Oh !" said he, as if his soul were 
at that moment unlocked, '^you know not how I 
long for rest — rest, even if it be that of the grave ! ** 

" Yes, yes," said Mr. Netley kindly, who was 
accustomed to his companion's low spirits, ^^ this is, 
indeed, a blessed place, and we will stay here as long 
as you please ; but you must not give way to low 
spirits, for this is not a gloomy place, you see." 

The excitement of travelling had greatly fatigued 
Henry, and the quiet of Hermhut was like a balm 
to his spirit. They took lodgings in the village^ and, 
presenting their letters of introduction, were received 
not only by the distinguished persons to whom they 
were addressed, but by the whole community^ as 
brethren. It was a remarkably fine summer, and 
week after week rolled on, if not to the strengthening 
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of Henry's mind, at least to the apparent soothing of 
it. One or two things, however, occurred to excite Mr. 
Netley's anxiety : in the first place, whilst his com> 
panion's genei^ amiability and sweetness of manner, 
which were in him natural characteristics, seemed 
to have increased, there was a certain wilfulness at 
times about him which defied the old gentleman's 
management. Again, whether it was from the iii- 
fluence of the religious atmosphere, as one may say, 
of the place, or the mystical books which since he 
had been among the Hermhuters he had read, ot 
whether it was the natural efifect of his own unhappy 
mind preying on itself, we know not, but there seemed 
to hang over him a dark cloud — ^half fanaticism and 
half melancholy — which affected his whole demeaBp* 
our. He professed to be happy; he fell into no 
religious disputations, but lived among the pious 
people who surrounded him in the interchange of 
good offices : but still his mind lay under a dark 
cloud which no kindness could penetrate. These 
things made Mr. Netley anxious ; but then, on the 
other hand, his physical health was much improved; 
and the excursions which he made on foot, especially 
into that mountainous district on the north of the 
£]be called the Saxon Switzerland, and which was 
at that time rarely indeed trod by the foot of an 
Englishman, proved his bodily strength to be much 
greater than it had been. 

Nothing, therefore, gave Mr. Netley more satisfac- 
tion than that his young friend should make excursions 
of this kind, particularly in company with the intelli- 
gent and excellent young men of the community. 
Heniy Maitland also had gone to Dresden; gone 
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there to his sorrow — hut why so, poor yonth ! he 
n^ver told to his friend. 

Dresden in those days was not wiiat is now ; hut 
even then it was in possession of its nohle picture- 
gallery, and which from the first day of Henry's 
entering it, hecame his place of favourite resort. 
Groups of gay fluttering people were not, as now, 
seen circulating through it. A casual traveller 
visited it now and then, or a solitary painter sat 
undisturhedly day by day copying his favourite 
picture. Here too came Henry Maitland daily; 
but it was not a Rubens that brought him here, nor 
a Correggio, nor was it the divine beauty of the 
Sistine Madonna : the picture that riveted his soul, 
and before which he stood with folded arms and 
abstracted melancholy gaze hour after hour, was the 
St. Cecilia of Carlo Dolci. 

Unhappy youth ! There was, or he fancied there 
was, some likeness between the subject of this picture 
and Alice Franklin; and thus that passion, which time 
and absence might perhaps altogether have conquered, 
woke again in all its intensity, and many a time, after 
standing for hours before this picture, he woald rush 
from the gallery with feelings akin to madness. 

All this, of course, he told to no one— least of all 
to Mr. Netley ; and when the old gentleman would 
propose to accompany him next to Dresden, this was 
always zealously opposed, and, jealous of his friend's 
even suspecting his state of mind, spite of his haggard, 
melancholy countenance, he assumed a cheerfulness 
of manner which, if it did not impose upon his friend, 
at least pacified him. 

It was now the beginning of August, and Mr. 



156 A BROKEN HEART. 

Netley, who, however, carefully avoided ever speak' 
ing of Mi-s. Betty's lawsuit before hb companioB, 
was beginning to think of his return to England on 
its account. 

They were sitting together one evening, as they 
frequently did, in the lofty Watch-house occasionally 
used for worship, and which overlooks the quiet 
burial-ground of the Herrnhuters. It was a lovely 
0cene ; the harvesters in the near fields were singing 
as they cut and bound up the corn — and an old 
white-headed Hemhuter, seated on the tomb of old 
Count Zinzendorf, was expounding the Scriptures to 
a group of little childi-en that had gathered round 
him. It was, indeed, a lovely scene; the warm 
evening light shone over all, like an emblem of the 
beauty of holiness; and whilst Nehemiah Netley 
looked down from the Watch-tower over all, tears 
filled his eyes. " Willing!}', most willingly would I," 
said he to his young friend, " end my days here — ^lie 
down and sleep with the good people who slumber 
there, and rise with them again at the resurrection ! * 

Maitland sat with his head upon his hand-^he 
made no immediate reply, but a sigh, nay, almost a 
groan, escaped him. *' There is a new cemetery in 
Dresden," said he after a few seconds, ** which pleases 
me more even than this — and if I die soon, let me be 
buried there — promise me," said he, almost solemnly. 
'' There is quietness there equal to this, ampler space, 
and shrubs and flowers." 

" Oh, you shall not die out of England, my good 
fellow," said the old gentleman, interrupting him, 
and speaking most cheerfully ; ^^ neither you nor I 
win die out of England !* 
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They came down from the Watch-house, and left 
the burial-ground, and as they walked homeward, 
Mr. Netley began to speak of their return to England, 
which he wished to take place in about a week. It 
was a subject Henry entered on reluctantly, and now 
he was bent upon another excui'sion to his favourite 
ficenes of the Saxon Switzerland ; he would set off, 
he said, the next day« His friend made no oppo- 
sition. Henry had hitherto returned from such an 
excursion with increased vigour both of mind and 
1)ody ; and it was quickly arranged that he should set 
out next day with his knapsack for his farewell pe- 
destrian ramble, and in the mean time Mr. Netley 
should make all needful preparations for their final 
departure. 

" Take care of yourself, my dear fellow,** said he at 
parting, "and may God bless you !" added he, kissing 
his cheek ; not that he either admii-ed or had adopted 
that primitive German mode of leave-taking, but he 
loved the young man as if he had been his own son. 

Poor old gentleman, he never forgot that parting 
to the day of his death ! 

AVhat Maitland 8 feelings were during this unhappy 
excursion, none but the Almighty knows: many 
things afterwards were remembered of him and talked 
of. His road lay among scattered villages, and as 
travelling in those days, and especially in those parts, 
was by no means common, everywhere the handsome 
young foreigner with the melancholy countenance 
had been seen ; and what was remarkable is, that 
every anecdote that was related of him denoted ami- 
ability of character, and kindness of heart — which 
afterwards helped no little to console his old friend. 
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He sat and talked with a young soldier, who wu 
suffering from his wounds, by his mother's door, and 
even helped, in the absence of the surgeon, to replace 
bandages which had fallen loose, and thus contributed 
to the sufferer s ease ; he gave mon^y to a peasant 
family who sat weeping amid the ruins of their 
house, which had been burned down; and in the beau- 
tiful valley which lies between Schandau and the 
Kuhstal, he was seen directing the steps of a blind 
man who had no one to guide him. - 

Thiis, for sevei-al days, he was seen by one and 
another — was seen too in the various points of attrac- 
tion in this lovely region. There were not then, as 
now, guides at aJl these several places to point oat 
this and that, and relate the old and interesting 
traditions of the district : all at that time was wild 
and solitary, saving for the native dwellers of the place. 
These became aware, in the course of a few days, that 
a melancholy stranger was among them, who either 
sat with his arms folded, and his eyes fixed on the 
glorious scenes around him, yet with an abstraction of 
demeanour that showed his mind to be far away, or 
else he was seen hunying along from place to place, 
as if in eager quest of somewhat. Kindly peasant 
women told how they had offered him a draught of 
milk and a slice of bread, as at other times he had 
been seen slowly passing by, as if worn-out with 
fatigue ; and told, too, how at their addressing him 
he had seemed like one suddenly woke from a dream, 
taken the refreshment they offered, smiled sadly, and 
then hurried on:vrard. 

Some thought him feeble from ncknesis; some 
thought him insane ; bat all agreed that he was on- 
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happy : and the experience of sorrow is so universal, 
that though he opened his heart to no one» he found 
everywhere sympathy and kindness. 

How his mind, however, worked all this time, or 
preyed upon itself, it is impossible to say. Solitary 
communion with nature, while it heals some wounded 
hearts, only aggravates the suffering of others ; — it 
was so, we must suppose, in poor Henry Maitland'g 
case. 

One early morning, while all nature was calm and 
beautiful, dew on the grass, flowers on the earth, and 
joyous birds in the trees above, a peasant woman and 
her boy, passing through the woods at the foot 
of the great Winterberg, beheld the saddest spectadle 
which mortal eye can see— « lifeless human form-^ 
youthful, but dead, — lying among the grass and 
flowers. 

"Dear Lord!" said the boy, "it is the good 
gentleman wbo^ only yesterday, gave money to poor 
Fritz I " 

The woman raised the head ; but though she, too, 
had recognised the dress, she could not see the 
features for the tears which blinded her eyes. 

We cannot, if we would, describe the agony of 
poor old Mr. Netley, when, instead of the return of 
Maitland which he expected, he was summoned, 
by the police regulationS| to attend to the melancholy 
event which We have just recorded. Poor Maitland 
had died by his own hand, for the pistol which had 
effected his death was still clenched in his hand. 

Good old Mr. Netley ; of all the troubles which 
his life had ever experienced, this was unquestionably 
a thousandfold the saddest ! He felt almost unable 
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popularity here, through her connexion with Sir 
Lynam, which is the most singular instanee of 
iiifatuation that ever was known. Handsome he 
anquestionably is, and he has conducted himself 
decently of late ; but then his character, his former 
life, his want of principle, prevent people haviog 
any reliance on him. I will be bound to say 
that she never heard a noble sentiment proceed 
from his lips — ^nobility of sentiment is not in him; 
but he has an ofF-hand, dashing sort of manner, 
that I suppose has taken her fancy. Poor Alice! 
Nothing, as Mrs. Byerly says, will bring her to 
her senses but the loss of Starkey ; for then some- 
thing of his true character will reveal itself. It 
b Starkey that he wanta, and not Alice ! The 
Byerlys, I take it, have been much disappointed* 
on account of their eldest son not succeeding: wlA 
her. He was a fine young man, and is noW Just 
about going to the West Indies for a couple of 
years. — There would have been some chance of 
happiness and respectability there. 

" I hear from the Maberlys, who are just returned 
from Scotland, that Sir Lynam is gone there for the 
grouse-shooting. Alice and her mother have had, for 
the summer, a fine place somewhere near Perth ; they 
lived there quietly, I am told, and somebody who 
saw Alice said how pale she is looking. She is not 
happy, poor thing ! When this affair is settled, and 
she has done with Sir Lynam, as she will the moment 
I get my claim established, I shall give all up to 
her, tying her, of course, off marrying Sir Lynam. 
I have consulted with my lawyer on the subject, and 
have already had a draft of the necessary deed drawn 
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Up ; ibr I don't want Stiqrkey, or any advantage 
whaievei^ for myself. I should be ashamed of seeing 
myself in possession of this place, to her exclusion. 
She interests me greatly, and with all her faults, I 
have conceived an affection for her, and would, if 
possible, excite the same sentiment in her towards 
me. If we once get the spell of this unhappy con- 
nexion with Sir Lynam broken, all will be so dif- 
ferent ! Her natural good sense will soon show her 
how much her friend I have been. She will then 
soon connect herself worthily, for there is not a 
family in the county that would not be proud of an 
alliance with her. Poor thing! I hear that she 
Bpeaks with severity of me ; perhaps that is no more 
than natural. I can bear it for the present — in pro- 
cess of time she will know me better, and, I trust, 
lore me too. 

/ ^^ 1 am impatient for Mr. Netley's return. He 
wrote me about ten days ago that he meant to be back 
for the trial. He is an excellent, strong-minded man, 
and without him I never should have had strength to 
have undertaken what is now in hand." 

Towards the end of August she wrote again thus: — 
^' The time for terminating this terrible law-busi- 
ness approaches. Alice and her mother have left 
Scotland, and are now located on the banks of Win- 
dermere. The Byerlys, too, are in the lake-country 
for the autumn. Mrs. Byerly has been so good as to 
write to me : she is shocked, she says, with poor 
Alice's appearance, she is so thin and pale. You do 
not know how this has affected me. 

'^ Sir Lynam has been here ; he brought workmen 
to make alterations in the grounds. It was, he said, 
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by Mifls Franklm 8 orders, but that I did not beUere. 
I waa extremely incensed, and ordered both him and 
his men off the place. I did not think I ooold hare 
done 80, having no one but the servanta to stand by 
me. Twisleden ia in London, and even had he been 
here, I question how he would have acted — ^he seems 
not to be Che man he was in my poor sister-in-law^s 
days ; he is no friend of mine, that is the fact, aiu), 
as is but natural, I have lost all dependence on him. 
Well, I discharged Sir Lynam and his people, for- 
bidding them again to set foot within the premises. 
Sir Lynam merely smiled and bowed, and turning to 
his workmen, said, ' A few weeks would make but 
very little difference ; Miss Franklin would be hers 
herself in that time/ he said, ^ and would give her 
own orders.' So all went away. Mr. Twisleden, too, 
had ordered a brick-field to be opened at the lower 
part of the park ; that too is now stopped. Th^ are 
beginning, I imagine, to have some little apprehen- 
sion ebovLt their rights. 

^' You will be glad to hear that all the old senranta 
behave most kindly and faithfully to me. All have 
received their legacies, and most of them are thus 
comfortably provided for life. All, however, have 
volunteered to remain with me when my rights 
here are established. If Sir Lynam comes here as 
master, all will leave ; this, Mrs. Wardle, who has 
taken upon herself the ofhce of my woman— Lord ! 
to think of me having a woman, who, for nearly sixty 
years, have done all for myself; but so it is ; and it 
is quite as well, for Miss Franklin thought her too 
old-fashioned for her maid — she tells me that this 
was respectfully intimated to Miss Franklin before she 
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left. Poor deluded creature! when even servants 
have done thua. has she not had enough to excite 
suspicion ?" 

Whilst Mrs. Betty had the pen in hand which wrote 
these words, a letter came hy post from Elizabeth 
Dnrant, containing an account of the melancholy 
event recorded in our last chapter. The old lady 
wrote no more that day, nor, indeed, for many days ; 
her feelings were akin to those of poor Mr. Netley; 
she cared neither for herself* nor her law -suit. What 
were any troubles of hers in comparison to those of 
her friend Netley — to those of poor Maitland's 
family? And then the unfortunate youth himself 
—what had he not borne, when grief at last had 
brought on madness and suicide ! 

Hearts bleed and break, and all that while the 
business of life goes on; people eat, drink, sleep, 
quarrel, become reconciled, or go to law to make the 
quarrel worse, and never think all the while of what 
others are enduring. So it was now ; while all this 
master-sorrow was preparing which was to affect 
more or less both contending parties, they were busied 
about their own concerns, thinking them of interest 
beyond any other. 

The time which was to terminate the law-suit was 
at hand, and Alice's lawyers began to be almost des- 
perate under the continued silence of their antagonists, 
who, as they learned, were in full preparations for the 
most determined maintenance of their claim . A third 
party then, prompted by Alice's agents, spoke of 
compromise : but no! Mrs. Betty's lawyers would not 
compromise one tittle excepting on the already pro- 
posed terms, which were rejected for Alice. 
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Sir Lynam Thicknisse was in London ; In thiree 
days the trial came on^ and Mrs. Betty's lawyers, 
well pleased with the evident anxiety of the adrersa- 
ries, smiled in security. 

" It never will come into court, however," said 
Philip Durant to Mr. Bartholomew, the very day 
before that fixed for the trial ; '' Miss Franklin will 
drop Sir Lynam rather than lose Staikey : we shall 
hear from them to-day." 

Scarcely were these words out of his mouth when 
Metcalf and Twisleden were announced. Philip 
Durant and his fellow-lawyer exchanged looks <^ 
triumph. The two lawyers, however, came with no 
offers of compromise ; but, as they said, by the desire 
of Sir Lynam Thicknisse, who had full permissioa 
from Miss Franklin to direct her affairs, they came to 
throw a new light on the whole afiair ; to lay before 
them *' Mrs. Betty's deed of relinquishment to all and 
every of her claims on Starkey, under the codicil to 
the will of Sir Timothy Thicknisse." 

''There is some collusion here! The thing is 
morally impossible !" exclaimed both Philip Durant 
and Mr. Bartholomew, in the same breath. 

'' Gentlemen," said Philip Durant, fixing a keen, 
penetrating glance on both lawyers ; ^' this deed has 
been obtained by no fair means !" 

'' Make your best of it," said Metcalf, with a smile 
of successful craft ; " we will leave a copy of it with 
you." 

" Of coarse, gentlemen," said Mr. Twisleden, " you 
will not take this cause into court to-morrow ?" 

" Not to-morrow," said Philip Durant, " but 
early in the next term ; for, gentlemen," said he^ '^ I 
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Will plainly and fearlessly say, whoever may have 
been the agent in this afiair he is "—a villain, Philip 
was going to say, but he merely added, " the law 
will not support him in it." 

" This very hour," said Philip Durant to his dis- 
concerted companion, when they were again alone, 
" I will set ofiF to Starkey. This deed has never been 
obtained by fair means ; it will postpone the suit, but 
it will not be lost through it. It bea^ date but a 
few days before we received our instructions ; they 
never will suffer this deed to come into court. * 

Mr. Bartholomew saw a long perspective of fees 
before him in this prolonged cause, and it is hard to 
say whether he was not better pleased that new dif- 
ficulties had sprung up to prevent the speedy termina- 
tion of so rich a cause. 

Philip Durant knew nothing of the suicide of 
poor Maitland : the news had only just then reached 
England in the newspapers, which as yet had, out of 
respect to private feeling, withheld the name; the 
letter, however, from Elizabeth Durant, bearing the 
tidings to Mrs. Betty^ had reached her but a few 
houiB before the sudden arrival of her London bar- 
rister was announced. 

^ Ah, Mr. Philip," said she, '^ I am in no state to 
enter on business, let it be as ui*gent as it may. The 
lawsuit is ended either for or against me — that is 
what you have to say — ^but after this sad news which 
I have just told you, it is strange how indifferent I 
am about the whole thing." 

Philip, however, as a lawyer, looked upon the 
object of his mission as of really more importonoe to 
Mzs. Betty than even the awful death of poor Mait^- 
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land, which nevertheless had affected him greatly, 
and at length he induced her to listen to what he had 
to oommonicate. 

Philip laid the copy of the deed, hearing date the 
10th of January last> hefore her, and explained its 
nature. '^ Had you knowledge of such a deed as 
this?" asked he. 

^ I knew not at that time," said she, '' that I had 
sueh right and title to Starkey ! Ahout that time it 
was that I gave a receipt, a receipt in full, as I was 
told, for six thousand pounds of legacy under the will 
of my late sister-in-law." 

^ The same," returned Philip Durant: ^' it is in* 
eluded in this deed." 

'^ O my dear sir T said poor Betty in a voice of 
extreme distress of mind, after she had communicated 
to him all the particulars of the signing of that deed ; 
^ there's an end of it, let the thing drop. This is 
the saddest part of the whole afiair ; let her many 
him, for she has deceived me cruelly, and one who 
could he party to a deceit like this ia a fit wife for 
Sir Lynam Thickmase. I have lost my interest now 
in trying to get Starkey. From me she received 
nothing but kindness ; 1 loved her and wished her 
well, hut she has deceived me !" and overcome by these 
painful thoughts, the dear old lady wept bitterly. 

^ What with one thing and another," said she, 
after a while thinking of Maitland's death as well as 
Alice's deceit, '^ I cannot, my dear sir, do any thing 
more to-day. Leave me now, and to-morrow I will 
see you again. I shall be calmer then." 

It was in vain that on the morrow Philip Durant 
repreamted to her, that considenng the circun- 
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stances under which she had signed this deed, her 
tnie claim to Starkey was not invalidated. This 
deed might, in fact, he said, he taken rather as an 
evidence of fear on their part than anything else. It 
was in vain that he said this and a great deal more ; 
her zeal for her own interests was cooled. 
' *'' I wanted not Starkey," said dhe, " for myself, 
hut for Alice,, and that hy gaining it thus, I might 
he ahle to save her from ruin and misery, which I 
did not think she deserved ; hut the charm is hroken. 
I have been deceived in her, die is less worthy than 
1 believed ; a struggle with a person of this character 
will cost me my peace of mind. Let her take 
Starkey, for which she has sold her honour — I will 
not contend it with her. I have, th^nk God, enough 
to provide for my wants while I live ; I will leave 
Starkey to her, and let her find in it what peace 
she may.'* 

To Philip Durant, as a lawyer, all this was a most 
undesirable mode of argument. The great law-suit 
was at an end ; in the first step they had been out- 
witted, and now their client refused to proceed. It 
was very unsatisfactory ; and he knew that Mr. Bar- 
tholomew would be even less pleased than himself, 
for he would neither sympathise, as he could, nor 
respect the poor old gentlewoman's mode of reasoning: 
more especially, disturbed as her mind was at the 
present moment by the death of young Maitland, and 
the mournful absence of Mr. Netley, who, in the 
outset, had been the mainspring of action. 

^'It is no manner of use, my dear sir," said she again 
to him, ^' your staying here and reasonuig with me. 
I have made up my mind, and shall not stir another 
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step in the bluliMfli* Miss Franklin, as I tell you, 
was herself party'to this deed by her presence when 
it was read to me. I could not understand it as a 
mere receipt for my legacy; I appealed to her about 
it, and she aanred me that it was all right. Sir Lynam 
Thicknisse was a witness to it in her presence ; they 
two were leagued together in it, and this is the 
saddest part of the business. This explains his 
influence over her — her blindness, as I thought it, 
and her infatuation ! You know not how all this 
hurts me ; I had expected better things ^m her — 
I thought her blind, but I never suspected her to be 
wicked. Oh ! Mr. Philip," said she, unable to pro- 
ceed, " it has quitp overset me!" And Mrs. Betty wept 
tears, such as a guardian angel might shed over a 
wilful human sinner. 

*' No, Mr. Philip," continued she again, " my 
mind is made up, and it is no use your wasting 
your time here, and on me. A lawyer's time," said 
she with a half smile, " must be. paid for ; it is a 
costly thing, and now I have done with Starkey, I 
am not rich enough to afford the purchase of it." 

Philip offered her his hand, and said that as a 
lawyer he would not trouble lier with his presence, 
but as a friend was there nothing he could do for 
her ? Philip had long been interested in her as the 
fast friend of his cousin Elizabeth ; what he now had 
seen of her interested him still more, and he sincerely 
wished to be of service to her, and to show her 
kindness. 

Mrs, Betty considered for a moment, and then 
replied, that as yet her immediate plans of actioii 
were undecided. Her mind was not yet calm enough 
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to see what was best for her to do, but that, if she 
needed a friend, she would not f6i*get that she might 
look for one in the friend of her beloved god-daughter. 

Whilst this was going on at Starkey, there waa 
a show of rejoicing in an elegant cottage on the 
banks of Windermere. 

The people who looked on and saw whfti was 
going forward, said, that a rich baronet was come 
from London to marry the beautiful young lady 
who lived there with her mother. The servants 
of the family told what the baronet's valet had 
said, that his master brought some great good — 
news with him ; that a lawsuit was ended all in 
favour of the beautiful heiress, and that now she 
would have thousands and thousands of her own, 
which some envious old aunt or grandmother had 
been keeping her out of, and that she would now 
be married to her lover, from whom tyrannical 
attempts had been made to separate her ; tliat now 
they would be married, and then go to her own 
grand home, from which she had been for long 
time an exile, living in humble cottages like some 
heroine of romance. 

It was a fine, interesting story, this, which was 
told, and of which nobody entertained any doubt, 
when, two days after the baronet's arrival from 
London, they really were married, with every show 
of happiness, village girls scattering flowers before 
them, and village bells ringing, till the sunshiny 
air^ as it lay on the mountain sides and on the 
lovely lake, seemed thrilling with happiness. 

That, however, was but the outw^d show of 
things. 
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On the morning of Alice's marriage, half-a-dozen 
gay people, friends whom the Franklins had made 
in their summer sojoumings, breakfasted with them ; 
among whom was the clergyman who was to perform 
the ceremony. 

He and the father of Alice's two fair bridesmaids 
stood together in the window talking. They were 
talking of what did not, to them, seem a fit subject 
for a bridal morning — of an unhappy suicide, in the 
midst of scenery which, it was said, resembled that 
which surrounded them. Alice, as she sat in her 
bridal attire, caught a word — a name which riyeted 
her attention — and then another word and then 
another — the two spoke in an imder-voice and 
rapidly, for the wedding-procession was just about 
to set out. '' I have the paper in my pocket," 
said the clergyman. ^' I will show it you when 
we return." 

" Terrible ! most terrible V said the bridesmaid's 
father. 

" What is terrible, papa V asked one of the yoong 
girls, drawing on her white gloves. 

"Nothing, my dear, nothing," said her fiither; 
" only a young fellow who has shot himself for love.* 

Alice felt as if she should fiiint. '' For Heaven's 
sake," said she to her mother, ^' give me a glass of 
water." 

No one but her mother saw her agitation, and she 
knew nothing of the cause of it. Alice thought of 
poor Maitland's broken ring, and of the last letter Iw 
ever wrote her; and whilst she thought of theia 
things, she was handed into the carriage which 
rejred hex to church. 
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^' How pale and ill Lady Thicknisse looks !" said 
every ono on the wedding day. Somebody, too, saw 
her take np the paper which the clergyman had taken 
'firom his pocket on his return firom church, read 
something, and then suddenly leave the room ; but 
nobody knew, not even her mother, and least of all 
her bridegroom, what a bitter agony was in her 
heart. 

Not many days after her marriage, Alice received 
the following letter from Mrs. Betty Thicknisse : — 

"However much," said the letter, "you may deserve 
my reproaches, you will hear none from me. I have 
endeavoured to save you from certain misery, but in 
vain; you yourself have prevented it. You have 
deceived me : what 1 deplore most is, that I have 
been deceived in your character. You have gained 
Starkey, and if you can have peace of mind in having 
thus gained it, I am still farther deceived. 

"Oh, Alice, you have done cruelly wrong — but 
most wrong to yourself! Endeavour now to amend 
what is done ; and when your conscience wakes and 
reproaches you for baseness and unkindness to me, 
seek forgiveness from Heaven; and know, that though 
I shall still weep bitter tears over you — still that I 
have forgiven you. Why indeed should I not ? for, 
God help you ! you will have brought such a punish- 
ment on yourself as no malice of mine could have 
wished you. 

" You are now, I hear, a wife. A new life and 
new duties are before you. Lead not your husband 
into error : but oh ! above all things, be not led into 
error by him. Strive with yourself to ennoble and 
purify your own heart, that if God give you. chil- 
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dren, they may at least have one guide that they 
may follow. 

" I leave Starkey to-morrow, my home for more 
than sixty yean. Alas ! this has been a hard struggle ! 
I hope, when you are as old as me, yoti wDl know no 
pang like this, of leaving an old, beloved home. 

^^ In this world we shall probably < meet no more. 
Our next meeting may be before the judgment-seat 
of God. Live so, Alice — dear Alice ! I must say, 
for I love you I — live so that we may meet unabashed 
before His face. 
^^ Yours in affliction, which however is but 6f time, 

" Betty Thicknisse," 
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I'Le following are now ready — to be had separately, or m uniform 
•cvs : 

THE POPLAR GROVE ; or, Little Harry and his 
Uncle Benjamin. By Mrs. Copley. 

EARLY FRIENDSHIPS ; by Mrs. Copley. 

THE PEASANT AND THE PRINCE ; by Hai^ 
riet Martineau. 

NORWAY AND THE NORWEGIANS ; or, Feats 
of the Fiord. By Harriet Marthaeau. 

M ASTERMAN READY ; or, the Wreck of the 
Pacific. Written for Young People, by Captain 
Marryat 
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THE LOOKING-GLASS FOR THE MIND ; or, 
Intellectual Mirror. An elegant collection of 
Delightful Stories and Tales : many plates. 

HOPE ON, HOPE EVER ; or, the Boyhood ol Fe- 
lix Law. By Mary Howitu 

STRIVE AND THRIVE; a Tale. By Mary 
Howitt. 

SOWING AND REAPING ; or, What will Come 
of It ? By Mary Howitt. 

WHO SHAI.L BE GREATEST ? a Tale. By 
Mary Howitt. 

WHICH IS THE WISER ? or, People Abroad. 
By Mary Howitt, 

THE DANGERS OF DINING OUT ; or. Hints to 
those who would make Home Happy. To which 
is added the Confessions of a Maniac. By Mrs. 
Ellis. 

SOMERVILLE HALL ; or. Hints to those who 
would make Home Happy. To which is added 
the Rising Tide. By Mrs. Ellis. 

THE TWIN SISTERS : a Tale. By Mrs. Sandham. 

THE TWO DEFAULTERS : a Tale. By Mrs. 
Griffith, of New York. 

Several other popular works are in preparation. 



SPRING AND SUMMER. 

rhe Juvenile Nataralist, or Walks in the Country. By the Rev. 
B. H. Draper. A beautiful volume, with fifty plate*. 1 vol 
square, handsomely bound. 

AUTUMN AND WINTER. 

rhe Juvenile Natvraliet, or WaOn in the Country. By tlM Rev; 
B. H. Draper. A beautiful volume, with many plitMf uniform 
with " Spring and Summer." 
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HISTORY OP THE REFORMATION 

OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By GiuisRT Buknkt». 
D.J)., Iftte Bishop of Salisbuiy. With m CoUection of Records, 
and a copioas, Index, rensed and corrected, with additional 
Notes and a Prefaced, by the Rev. E. Nares, D.D. Ilhistrated 
with a Frontispiece andtwenty.>thx«e Pbrtraits oa steel. ' Form- 
ing four elegant 8yo. ycHb. of near 600 pages each. ifS 00. 

To the student either of ciirilor reUgions history no epoeb can be of more 
importance thati that of 'the Keforioiaion in England. It signalized the 
overthrow, in one of its strongest holds, of the Roman power, and gave an 
imputse to the human mind, the full results of which are even now but 
partly realieed. Almost all freedom of inqalry-r-all toleration in matters of 
religion, had its birth-hour then ; and without a familiar acquaintance with 
all its principal events, but little progress can be made in understaadin; 
the nature and ultimate tendencies of the revolution then effected. 

The History of Bishop Burnkt is-one of the most cUebrated and by far 
the most frequently quoted of any that has been written of this great event. 
Upon the original publication of the first volume, it was received in 
Great Britain with the loudest and most extravagant encomiums. Tite 
author received the thanks of both Houses of Parliament, and was request- 
ed by them to contmue the work. In continuing it he had the assistance of 
the most learned and eminent divines of his time ; and he confesses his in- 
debtedness for important aid to Lloto, Tillotson and Stillinoflebt, 
three of the gnreatest of England's Bishops. ** I know," says he, in his Pre- 
face to the second volume, ** that nothing can more effectually recomofend 
this work, than to say that it passed with' their hearty approbation, alter 
they had examined it with that care which their great zeal for the cause con 
cerned in it, and their goodnesft to the author and freedom with him, obliged 
them to use.** 

The present edition of this gr^at woilc has been edited with labdnous 
care by Dr., Nares, who professes to have corrected Important errors into 
which the author fell, and to have made such improvements in the order of 
the work as will render it far more useful to the reader or historical student. 
Preliminary explanations, full and sufficient to the clear understanding of 
the author, are given, and marginal references are made thron^liout the 
book, so as greatly to facilitate and render accurate its consultation. The 
whole is published in four large octavo volumes of six hundred pages in 
each— printed upon heavy paper in Urge and dear type. It contains por- 
traits of twenty-four of the most celebrated characters of the Reformation, 
and is issued in a very neat style. It will of course find a place in every 
theologian's librarv— and will, by no means, we trust, be confined to that 
fompafatively UmhedspheTs. 
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BURNET ON TH£ XXXIX. ARTICLES. 

An Exposition of the Thirty-nine Articles of the Chorch of Eng« 
land. By Gilbert Burnet, D.D., late Bishop of Salisburyr 
With an Appendix, containing the Augri^urg Confeflnoii~Creed 
of Pope Pius IV., &c. Revised and corrected, with copious 
Notes and additional References, by the Rev. James R. Page, 
A.M., of Queen's College, Cambridge. In one handsome 8vo> 
volume. #2 00. 

" No Churchman, no Theologian, can stand in need of information as to 
the character or value of Bisliop Burnet's Exposition, wlilch long since took 
its fitting place as one of the acknowledged and admired standards of the 
Church. It is only needful that we speak of the labours of the editor of the 

f>resent edition, and these appear to blend a filthng modesty with eminent 
ndustry and judgment. Thus, whHe Mr. Page has carefully verified, and 
in many instances corrected and enlarged the references to the FatherSf 
Councils and other authorities, and greatly multiplied the Scripture citations 
— ^or the Bishop seems in many cases to have forgotten that his readers 
would not all be as familiar with the Sacred Text as himself, and might not 
as readily find a passage even when they knew it existed — he (Mr. P.) has 
scrupulously left the text untouched, and added whatever illustrative mat- 
ter he has been able to gather in the form of Notes and an Appendix. 
The documents collected in the latter are of great and abiding value.*' 

PEARSON ON THE OREEQ. 

An Exposition of the Creed. By John Pearson, D.D., late 
Bishop of Chester. With an Appendix, containing the Principal 
Greek and Latin Creeds. Revised and corrected by the Rev. 
W. S. Dobson, M. A., Pcterhouse, Cambridge. In one hsmdsome 
8yo. volume. $2 00. 
Tke foUovoing may he stated as the advantages of this edition over all others. 

First — Great care has been taken to correct the numerous errors in the 
references to the texts of Scripture which had crept m by reason of the re' 
peated editions through which this admirable work has passed ; and many 
references, as will be seen on turning to the Index of Texts, have beeri added. 

Secondly— The Quotations in the Notes have been almost universally 
identified and the references to them adjoined. 

Lastly — The principal Symbola or Creeds, of which the particular Articles 
have been cited by the author, have been annexed ; and wherever the ori- 
ginal writers have given the Symbola in a scattered and disjointed manner, 
the detached parts have been brought into a successive and connected point 
of view. These have been added in chronological order in the form uf an 
Appendix.— Fu/e Editor. 

JfMagee on m^ionevneni ana Saerinee* 

Discourses and Dissertations on the Scriptural Doctrines of Atone- 
ment and Sacrifice, and on the Principal Arguments advanced, 
and the Mode ot Reasoning employed by the Opponents of 
those Doctrines, as held by the Established Church. By the 
late most Rev. Wm. M'Gee, D.D., Archbishop of Dublin. 
Two vols, royal 8vo. beautifully printed. $5 00. 

"TXuSritonff of the ablett crUiol and polemical worin of modern timet. Ardibiriiop MafMh 

^ir* tmUgus htreticoltan, Heiian excellent ■QhoVu,«Qactttere&K>oer, «od kpoai et d of • 

~r«s<(lHM/iw«egaa[of«]O0wl(fa tha wide field of ■ixiuni«n,Vlo«Y)!uekYiin'«^<QSMKaredevo(ed--(lw 

^ Bit»bcmllnformmUoa on a variety of topm iitai^\}DA lLS<£kiM)0B\ria«k\«r««E^«naL«k- 

^tonU iffftn ot Gbristiaiitt7.'*»0nM, 
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PALMER'S 

TREATISE ON THE CHURCH. 

A Treatise on the Church of Christ. Designed chiefly for the 
use of Students in Theology. By the Rev. William Palmer, 
M.A., of Worcester College, Oxford. Edited, with Notes, by 
the Right Rev. W. R. Whittingham, D.D., Bishop of the Pro- 
testant Episcopal Church in the Diocese of Maryland. Two 
vols. 8vo., handsomely printed on fine paper. $5 00. 

" Tbetreatise ofMr. Palmer 'a the best exposition and vindieiBtion of Church rriiictplw 
that we have ever read ; exctelling contemporaneoas treatises in depth of learning atad aoM* 
dity of judgment, as much as itexcels older treatises on the like sidyects, in adaptation to 
the wants and habits of the agcL Of its influence in England, where it has passed thxou^ 
two editiens, we ha^e not the means to form an opinion ; but we believe that in this oonnl^ 
it has already, even before its reprint, done more to restore the sound tone of Catholio prio- 
ciples and feeling than any other one work of the age. The author's learning and powers of 
combinnion an aarrangement, great as they obviously are, are less remarkd>le than Uta sterU 
rag geod sense, the Tigoroue and solid judgnient,whiehis everywliere manifest in the trea* 
tue, and confers on it it^ distinctive excellence. Tbe style of the author is di«tinguiith«d ibr 
dignity and masculine energy, while his tone is everywhere natural ; on proper oocaaione^ 
leverential ; and alws^, so far as we remember, sufficiently conciliatory. 

" To our clergy and intelligent laity, who desire to see tbe Choreh justly discriminated 
from Romanists on the one hand, and dissenting denominations on the other, we earaeet(f 
coBuneod Palmer's Treatiaeon the Church."—^ ¥. Chtirchnutn- 

PAROCHIAt. SERMONS, 

BT JOHN HENRT NEWMAN, B.D., 

Fellow of the Oriel College and Vicar of St. Mary the Virgin's, 
Oxford. The six volumes pf the London edition complete in 
two elegant 8vo. volumes of upwards of 600 pag^s each. $5 00. 

^fCT" Mr. Newman's Sennons have probably attained a higher character 
than any others ever published in this country. The following recom- 
mendatory'letter (is one of the many) received by the publishers during 
their progress through ttie pfess. 

From the Bithop qf North Carolina. 

Raleigh, Nov. 38, 1849. 
Your letter aanoupcing your intention to republish the Parochial Sermons of the Rev. John 
Henry Newman, B.D., Oxford, ban given me sincere pleasute. Tn complyine with your 
re<)uest for my opiniun of ibem, 1 do not he.^itate to say, — aftrr a constant use m them w my 
cloAet, and an ohmervntion of their effect upt>n some of my friend*, for the last six years, — that 
Itbey are atnong the ver>' best praciical Herrnnns in tlie'Kn{;liHh language; that while thev are 
free from tlioMc extravagances of o|)ini(>n uf«ually aflcnbHti to the author of tbe 90th Tract* 
they assert ui the stron^^ast manner the true doctrines of the KeforoiaUon io England, and eo- 
force with peculiar solemnity and effect thathoUness of life, with the means thereto, so char* 
acteristic ofthe Fathers of that trying age. With high respect and esteem, youi fneud and 
servant, L. S. IVSS. 

HAREMS PAROCHIAL SERMONS. 

Sennons to a Country Congregation. By Augustus William 
Hare, A.M., late Fellow of New College, and Rector of Alton 
Barnes. One yolume, royal 8yo. $fi 25. 

*' Any one who can be pleased with delicacy of theofjht «t;^T««i«& v^ ^<fc xb!m». ^toBag«>''«»^-^ 
gQag«t~any one who ^n feel tbe charm ot &nA\jtt> ^waJaaA 4».>a»a <a>»ssA<i«^ %aA. ^ wSfy "*- 
AT V< ud raned jJIastntioae-'-wiU be d«\i|\iUd«\tik>3tu»-to\wi»,'«'^ii^ V"*Mva»'«»'^"^ 
woriiagt o( « piouM jod hichljr gifted vkcA^^—'QiMr, RnActe. 
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THE KINGDOM OF CHRIST; 

Or, Hints respecting the Principles, Constitution, and Ordinances 
of the Catliolic Church. By Frederick Denison Maurice, 
M.A. Chaplain of Guy's Hospital, Profbssor of English Litera- 
ture and History, King's College, London. In one elegaat oc- 
tavo volume of 600 pages, uniform in style with Newman's 
Sermons, Palmer on the Church, ^c $2 50. 

" Mr. Maurice's work is emioeDtly fitted to enpige tbe attention and meet the wants of aH 
jBteceeted iit tbe aeveral muveineats that are now tt^ing place in the religions commaahy ; it 
taken up tlie pieten»iuDs genetaily of tiir several Prutestant denominations and of the Ro- 
■anisu, so HS to commend itself in th«! growing; interest in Uie controversy betwem the lat- 
ter and their opponents. Tbe political poition of tlif work contains much thdt ia attractive 
to a tbooghtfui man, of any or ur do religious peiauasion, ia reference to the eiiatiog aod poa- 
iibie future sute of our cooatry." 

A MANUAL FOR OOMMUNIOANTS ; 

Or the Order for Administering the Holy Communion ; conyenientlj ar- 
ranged with Meditations and Prayers from Old English Divines, being 
the Eucharistica of Samuel Wilberforce, M.A., Archdeacon of Surry, 
(adapted to the American service.) Convenient size for tbe pocket 
Zl\ cents— gilt edges 50 cents. 

" These meditations, prayers, and expositions, are given In the very words of the illastri* 
oas divines, martyrs, c<inre8sors, and doctors of tbe Cburch ; and they fbrn altogetbw 
such a body of instructive matter as ia nowhere else to be found in the same com- 
pass. Thuugii collected from vanoua autuora, the whole is pervaded by a unity of spirit and 
purpose ; and we most earnestly commend the work as better fitted than any other which 
we know, to subserve the ends of sound edification and fervent and aubetantial devotion. 
Tbe Anerican reprint bas been edited by a deacou of great promise in the Chorch, and ia ap« 
propriately dedicated to the Bishop of this dioceaa."— CAaovAaMM. 

OQILBY ON LAY-BAPTISM : 

An Outline on the Argument against the Validity of Lay-Baptism. By the 
Rev. John D. Ogilby, A.M., Professor of Ecclesiastical History. One 
volume 13mo., 75 cents. 

" We have been favoured with a copy of tbe above work, aod lose no tiooe la aoiiennciBg 
Its publication. From a cursory inspection of it, we take it to bs a thorough, fharles«, and 
very able discussion of tbe subject v>hich it ^.roposee, aimiag leas to excite inquiry, than U> 
itnsfy, by learned and ingenious argument, inquiries alreadly excited. "'—CAMremnoM. 

THE PRIMiTlVE DOCTRINE OF 

ELECTION: 

Or, an Historical Inquiry into the Ideality and Causation of Scriptural 
Election, as received and maintained in the Primitive Church of Christ. 
By George Stanley Faber, B.D., author of »* Difficulties of Romanism,'* 
'*If/acuJtJesoflnGdeUty,** &c. CompVeto\xvotve\o\sMafeot\Avo. $1 75. 

iMaamJiiig it to aS.»^Chmth ^ Enclas%d <4u«rwmi »«*«»• 
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CHURCHMAN'S LIBRARY. 

The Tolames of this series are of a standard character uxd highlj re0oia« 
mended by the Bishopfiand Clergy of the Trotestant Episcopal Charch. 

THE PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN! 

Or, DeroQt Penitent. By R. Sherlocke, D.D., with a Life of the AntboTy hjT 
the Right Rev. Bishop Wilson. One elegant Tolame. 16mo. 7d cente. 

THE CHURGHHAN'S COMPANION IN TIE CLOSET ; 

Or, a Complete Manual of Prirate Devotions. Collected from the writings of 
Archbishop Land, Bishop Andrewes, Bishop Ken, Dr. Hickes, Mr. Kettle' 
well, Mr. Spinokes, and other eminent old English Divines. With a Pre-* 
face by Rsv. Mr. Spinckes. Edited by Francis E. Paget, M. A. One ele« 
gant volume, 16mo. $1 OQL 

OF THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. 

Four books, by Thomas k Kempis, a new and complete edition, elegantly 

printed. 1 vol. 16mo. $1 00. 

" THE EARLY ENGLISH CHURCH; 

Or, Christian History of England in early British, Saxon, and Norman Times* 
By the Rev. Edward Churton, M. A. With a Preface by the Right Rer< 
Bishop Ives. 1 vol. 16mo., elegantly ornamented. $1 00 

LEARN TO DIE, 

Discs Mori, Learn to Die : a Religious Discourse, movin^^ every Christian 
man to enter into a serious Remembrance of his End. By Christopher Sut" 
ton, D.D., late Prebend of Westminster. ' 1 vol. 16mo., elegantly om»' 
mented. $1 00. 

SACRA PRIVATA: 

The Private Meditations, Devotions, and Prayers of the Right Rev. T. Wil' 
son, D.D., Lord Bishop of Soder and Man. First complete edition. 1 vol* 
royal I6mo., elegantly ornamented. $1 00. 

MEDITATIONS ON THE SACRAMENT* 

Godly Meditations upon the nmst Holy Sacrament of the Lord's Supper. By 
Christopher Sutton, D.D., late Prebend of Westminster. 1 vol. royal 16mo.y 
elegantly ornamented. 91 00. 

A DISCOURSE CONCERNING PRAYER 

And the frequenting Daily Pi)blic Prayer. BySymon Patrick, D.D.> sometimer 
Lord Bishop of Ely. Edited by Francis E. Paget, M.A., Chaplain to the 
Lord Bishop of Oxford. 1 vol. royal 16mo., elegantly ornamented. 75 cents. 

THOUGHTS IN PAST YEARS. 

A beautiful collection of Poetiy, chiefly Devotional. By the author of " Thm 
Cathedral." 1 vol. royal lOmo., elegantly printed. 91 25. 

. THE CHRISTMAS BELLS-. 

A Tale of Holy "nde, andoihei Poena. >f lSb» va^Obnt «=^ ^^ ^J*^*^^^ 
" Yitginia," Ac. 1 vol.^xoyil Itan., e\iavvDXVf «ni«B»n!ft«A.. i^ ««»» 

%* Th9M rolame* will b« fblUm«dYyy fXtVww ^ %oeM^'\BS««<«»«»- 



SCRIPTURE AND QEOLOQY. 

Thithe Relation betweMi the Holr Scriptam and tome puts of Geologfical 
Science. By John Pye Smith, D.D., antfaor of the " Scripture Testimony 
ef the Messiah," Ac. Ac I roL. ISmo. $1 Sft. 

"The Yulame consists of eight lectnies, to which are appended ae^aty 
tiac^es of sapplementary notes. The first lecture is mtrodactory : the eecond 
is scientifically descriptive of the principal topics of geological science ; the 
third includes a reseaJrch into the tnwation of onr globe ; the fourth and fifth 
leotnres comprise an examination of the delate ; the sixth discusses the appa- 
teat dissonance between the decisiooa of geologists, and the hitherto re- 
ceived interpretation of Scripture, with an additional exposition of the diluvial 
theory ; the seventh is devoted to illustntion of the meth(tl ' to interpret the 
Scriptures, so that they may harmonize with the discoveries of geology ; the 
«ighth is the peroration of the whole disquisition. 

WORKS BY THE REV. DR. SPRAQUE. 

TRUSS AND FAIiSB RBIilOION. 

Lectures illustrating the Contrast between True Christianity and various 
other -systems. By W1LLIA.M B. SpbaoxJB, D.D. 1 vol. 12mo. $1 iOO. 

liECTtJRES ON REVIVAI<S IN RfililGION. 

fiy W. B. Spbaoue, D.D. With an Introductory Essay by Lkonabo 
Woods, D.B. 1 vol. ISmo. 87i cents. 

liETTKRS TO A DAUGHTER 

Xhi Practical Subjects. By W. B. Spraoue, D.D. Fourth edition, revised 
and enlarged. 1 vol. 12mo. 75 cents. 

IiECTURES TO TOUNO PEOPIiE. 

By W. B. SpRAQUE, D.D. With an Introductory Address. By SamvSL 
Miller, D.D. Fourth edition. 1 voL 12mo. 87i cents. 

The writingfs of Dr. Sprague are too well known, and too higlily estimated 
^y the Christian community generally, to require any other encomium than 
Is furnished by their own merits ; for this reason it is thought unnecessary to 
subjoin the favourable testimonir^s borne to their utility and excellence by the 
Airhole circle of the periodical press of this country, and the fact, that they 
liave each passed through several editions in England, sufficiently attests the 
«stimation in which they are held abroad. 

SPIRITUAL CHRISTIAh*ITY. 

<«ectax«s on Spiritual.Christianity. By Isaac Tatlor> author of *' Spiritual 
Despotism," &c. Ao. I vol ISme. 7$ cents. 

" This work is the production of one of the most gifted and accomplished 
«ninds of the present age. If some of his former productions may have been 
thought characterized t>y too much metaphysical abstracftion, and in some in- 
«tances, by speculations of doubtful importance the present volume is, we 
think, in no degree liable to this objection^ It is indeed diaitinguished for deep 
thought and accurate discrimination: and whoever would read it to advantage, 
iDUSt task his faculties in a much higher degree, than in reading ordinary 
books : and yet it contains nothing which an ordinary degree of intelligence 
and application may not readily comprehend. The view which it gives of 
Hli^ristianity, both as a sjrstem of truth and a system of duty, is in the highest 
degree instructive ; and its tendencies are not less to quicken the inteUectual 
Acuities, than to direct and elevate the moral sensibilities. We have no doubt 
5°*^.^^ ^'^ be read with great interest \yy t\ioM w\lo read to find materials 
ff^og-bt, and that it is destiaed to exAtt iiTDOift vmxnnftax&VBSrawaM^aate- 
^-an cfte aaan inCeUectnal daaaea in ibe «ft^i«n.c«nAifc <& ^^ ViftmMfta<l 
»^ Ittetjr,*'—Aldany Evening Journal. 
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works by Rev. Robert Pliilip. 



YOUNQ MAN'S CLOSET LrSRARY. 

Bj Robert Flulip. With an Introdnctorj Essay by Rer. Albert Barnes. I vol.- 

12mo. $1 00. 

LOVE OF THE SFnUT, Traced in hwWoik : a Companion to the £z' 
perimental Guides. By Robert Philip. 1 vol. 18mo. 5d^ct». 

DEVbTIONAI. 4ND EXI^RIMENTAL GUIDES. By Robert'rbilip. 
With an Intiodactory Essiqr by Rev. Albert Barnes. 2 vols. 13lno. $1 Tik- 
Containing : 



Guide to the Perplexed. 
Do. do. Devotional. 
Do. do. Thoughtful. 



Gnide to the Doubting, 
Do., do. Contcieatiout. 
Do. do. Redemption. 



LADY'S CLOSET LIBRARY. 

AS follows: 

THE MARYS ; or Beanty of Female Holiness, By Robert Philip. . 1 voL- 
ISmo. 50 cents. 

THE MARTHAS; or Tarietiea of Female Piety. Fy Robert Philip. 1 vol 
ISnao. 50 cts. 

THE LYDIA8 ; or Development of Female Character. By Robert Philip* 
1 vol. 18mo. 50 cts. 

The Maternal S^'iea of the i^ve popular Library ia now ready, entitledf 

THE HANNAHS, or Maternal Influence of Soue. By Robert Philip.- 
1 vol. 18mo. 50 eta. 

" Tlie anther nf this work n known to tbe public m one of the'inost prolific writen of thr 
day, and acarceijr aay writer in tbe dcpartm^t which he occupies, has acquired so exten> 
sive and weUmerHeo a popularity. Tlie pr^eut vulunoe, as its title denotes, is devoted to> 
an illuhtration of the influence of Biuthers on tlieir sons; and the subject is tteated with the' 
same originality and beauty which characterise the author's other works. It will be fonncl> 
to be a moitt delight Tul and useful compaoion ia the nursery, and its influence can hardly 
Ail to be felt; |rat, in quickening the sense of responsibility on the part of motbeias tncb 
next, in formiac the character of tbe nsing generation to a higher standaid of intaOigeBoe' 
and r'uta9i.*'—£vangelitt. 



GEMS FROM TRAVELLERS. 

lUustratrve of various passages in tbe Holy Scriptuwt'with nearly one hundred 
Engravings.. Among the authorities quoted will be found the following dia- 
tinguished names:. Harmex, Laborde, Jjane, Madden, Clarke, Pooocke,. 
Chandler, Malcom, Hartley, Russel, Jowitt, Came, Shaw, Morier, Neibnhr,. 
Bruce, Calmet, H. Blunt, Belzoui, Lord Lindsay, Ac. Ac. I vol. ISmo. 
^1 00. 

'* The Holy Scriptoree eontaia hwny p«ssag«e fbU of Inportanoe and beanty, bat not ge- 
nerally understooov because they contain allusion to manners and- custonu, fanuhar indeed' 
to those to whom they were originally addressed, bnt imperfectly known to ns. In order to 
obviate this difficulty, this volume is now presented to the public, consisting of extracts ftom 
the narratives of trevellera who have- l ee er d c d tbe castosMof the oriental nations, fron»> 
whom we learn that some fiaagM were retainad among them to this dagr, each aa existed at 
tbe times when the Scriptuiea were written, and that iheae ttinies are- lo maay iastaiiee»' 
little changed since the Mtrjasehal tiona The oompUer of this Vohnae tmela that it aia« h« 
the means, nnder Ck>dPs pfovideaee, of h edhi f «ataHn«4 vsatat^ >»% Tttm» ^ 

qoaMtaaee with JCMtera .caetooMs ■&# auiHttlMi* Vk%fte«nii jMm^pte»> <&' 
sM^taMii/ of tbe iiJastiitioas ta oft«ft4mii» ltoAkliMmiN»ikA «M».. 
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Works by the Rev. John An^ell James. 

THE TRUE OHRISTIAN. 
By the Rev. Johiv ArfolLL Jahsi. With aa lutrodnoCioa bj tlie Rev. Wm. 
Adams. 1 vol. ISino $0 50. 

** W9 opine Aat the' pabliaLers of thie ▼olame made an accnnfe ealcvIatioB wliea (hey 
labelled ttaeie * Addreaae* *— «f«reo(Kp<e(f / fur they are hmoDg the choice effuaiona which 
«lm4y have an highly benedted Chrutian aociety frorn tiM Bob<e heart and rich(]'- 
endowed nund of Mr. Jamea. They ate miniaterml ceaaaela to the inetnbera of kia eoacre 
gatiua, and are offered aa aannthly epiaUaa for a year, beinf twelve in number, and are thua 
entitled: * Increased Ilolineaa of the Church; Spirituality of Mind! Heavenly Minded- 
neaa ; Aasuranoe of Hope ; Practical Relifion even ia every thing : A PioAtable Sabbath ) 
Cbiialiaa Ubligatioas; Lifeof Faith ; ]na«ence of eMer Chaiatiaaa; Spint of Pci^yer f Pn- 
Tata Prayer, and Self-Ezamination.* "— CAriitten LiHlligeneer. 

THE YOUira MAN FROM HOME. 

In a series of Letters, especially directed for the Moral Advancement ««f Yonth. 

By the Rev. John Ajvosi.l James. Tenth edition. 1 v<ri. 18mo. 37k cts. 

"This work, from the able and proliflc pen of Mr. James, ia not inferior, we think, to any 
of ita predeceaaora. It contetqptatea« yoonK man at tiie moat critical period of life, and 
m eet a him at every point as a caide in the patha of Tirtue, aa a guard from the oontagioiu 
iafluence of vice."— ^^frtmy AaotrtUtr. 

THE OHRISTIAN PROFESSOR, 

Addressed in a series of Counsels and Cautions to the Members of Christian 

Churches. By the Rev. Johh Anosll James. 1 vol. 18mo. 62f cents. 

** The author ramarfca in thia excellent volnmet ' When I look into the New Testament 
end read what a Cbhatian should be, and then look into the Church of God, and aee what 
Chastiana art, I am painfuUy affected by observing the dissimilarity ; and in n;iy jealouay for 
tbe honour of the Christian profession, have made this effort, perhaps a feeble one, and cer- 
tainly an anxiooa one, to remove ita blemishes, to restore its impaired beauty, and thaa raise 
ita rrpotation.' " 

THE ANXIOUS ENQUIRER AFTER SALVATION 
Directed and Encouraged. By the Rev. Johk Anosll Jabcxs. IvoL 

18mo. 37f cents. 
Twenty thousand copies of this excellent little volume have already been 
sold, which fully attests the high estimation the work has attained with the 
religious community. 

HAPPINESS, ITS NATURE AND SOUROES. 

By the Re7. J. A. Jamss. 1 vol. 32ino. 25 cents. 

" Thia ia written m the excellent author'a best vein. lie has, with a searching fidelity, 

expo«e4 the various nnsatisiying expediecta by which the natural heart seeks to attain the 

Creat end and aim of all — happiness, and with powerful and touching ezhoitationa directed it 

to the never-fiuiing source ofall good." — Evangelist. 

THE WIDOW DIRECTED 
To the Widow's God. By the Rev. John A. Jambs. 1 vol. ISmo. 37i cents. 

** The book is worthy to be rsad by others besides the class A>r which it ia especially de> 
•jpMd I and we doubt not that it dentined to come as a friendly visitor to many a house of 
laoaniiBg, and as a healing balm to maqy a wounded heart"— JV. Y. Obeeroer. 

CRUDEN'S CONCORDANCE. 

Containing all the Words to be found in the large Work relating to the New 
Testament. 1 vol. 18mo. 50 cents. 

THE POLYMIORIAN NEW TESTAMENT. 
Nomeroas References, Maps, Ac, 1 vol. 18mo. 50 centi. 

THE SACRED CHOIR: 

A OOLLBOTION OF OHUROH MUSIO: 

Conristiiig of Selections firom the meet distingoished anthoars, among whom 

Mm tbe nrnmoB of Hatdn, BIozart, BiiTHoysir, Psroolxssi, 9tc, dbc. ; 

with aereral pieoe» ef Maaio bj the antbev ; aiao ^Thtogt^ wrf ?!^ ELsnaontaiy 

Symtmm ofliutraotioa iar Papils. Br OsoiKam KiKWUin , woiSbaK «S.^3bA %»- 

*!'^ Chair, 6tc. dBQ. Pbarth edition. ^ 75. 
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Cabinet Edition af the Poets. 



COWPER'S COMPLETE POETICAL 

WORKS. 

The complete Poetical Works of William Cowpei, Ilaq^ including 
the Hymn»dnd Translations from Mad. Gmion, Milton, &c., uia 
Adam, a Sacred Drama, from the Italian »f Battista Andteini, 
with a Memoir of the Author, by the Rev, Henry Stcbbing, A.M> 
Two elegantly printed volunvcs, 400 page» esich, lOmo., vritb 
beautiful irontispieees. $1 75. 

ThiU is the oniy CMTip2(<e Anitricmn edUion. 
Molality never fbuad in geitius a more devoted advocate than Cowper, uar 
has moral wisdum, in its plain and severe precepts, been ever more success- 
fully combiued with tbe delicate spirit of poetry, than in his works. Hai 
was endowed with all the powers which a poet eould want who was to be the 
moralist of the world — the reprov«r, but. not the satirist, of men?— the teaoher 
o( simple truths, which were to be rendered g^racious without endanfning 
their simplicity. 

BURNS' COMPLETE POETICAL 

WORKS. 

The complete Poetical Works of Robert Bums, with Explanatory 
and Gloflsarial I^otes, and a Life of tiie Author, by James Cur- 
he, M.D. 1 Tol. 16mo. $125. 

This is the most complete editioiv which has been published, and contains- 
the whole of the poetry comprised in the edition lately edited by Cuaninfham^ 
as well as some additional pieces ; and such notes have been added as arecal- 
caUted to illustrate the manners and customs of Scotland,, so as to render the 
whole more intelligible to the English reader. 

" No poet, with the exception of Shakspeare, ever possessed the power of 
exciting the most varied and discordant emotions with such rapid transitions."' 
^Sir W. Scott. 

MILTON'S COMPLETE POETICAL 

WORKS. 

The complete Poetical Works of John Milton, with E^imlanatory 
Notes and a Life of the Author, by the Rev. Henry Stebbing, 
A. M. Beautifully illustrated. 1 vol. IGmo. $125. 
The Latin and ItaHan Poems are included in this edition, 

Mr. Stebbing*s notes will be fotMid very useful in elucidating the learned' 
allusions with which tbe text abounds, and they are also valuable for th» 
correct appreciation with which the writer directs attention to the beaof^ 
ties of the author. 

SCOTT'S POETICAL WORKS. 

The Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott, Bart.— Containing Lay 
of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, Lady of the Lake, Don Rode- 
rick, Rokeby, Ballads, Lyrics, and Songs^ with a Life of th» 
Author. Uniform with Cowper, Bums, &c. 1 vol. 16mo. $1 25. 
** Waker Scott is the most popular of all the poets of the present day, and de- 
servedly so. He deeoribes that which it taaHi, mnS^ vsA ^-^vsv^i^^ xc&S^v^bKR^^ 
with more vivacity aodefiwt thanauy citYuw ^iroJww. '®»*^''^^'^^^t^SSl 
and transparant ; hia MatiamiUi^ <A wYnaJhiVVa ^SJ^^*^*^ ^oiS^^Masw^ 
dittm, arecojniii<mtobimwV\iiY^ie»A»T»JV-B«w«** 



10 D. AppUtm 4> Co.*$ Catahgue of ValtuMe Wbrlt. 
GENERAL HISTORY OF CIVILIZATION 

In Europe, from the fall of the Roman Empire, to the French Revolution, 
ny M. Guizot, Profos^^or of History to the Faculty des Lettres of Paris. 
Printed from the second English edition, -with Occasional Notes, by C. S. 
Ilciiry, D.D.J of New York. One handsome volume, 13mo. $1 00. 

The third edition of this valuable work has just appeared, with numer- 
ous and useful notes, by Professor Henry, of the Universiry of New- York. 
M. Guizot, in his instructive lectures has given an epitome of Modem Uis- 
tory, distinguished by all the merits which in another department, renders 
Biackstone a subject of such peculiar and unbounded praise ; a work close- 
ly conden^d, including no'.hing useless and omitting nothing essential : 
written with grace, and conceived and arranged with consummate ability. 

THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SOCIETY 

IN THE BARBAROUS AND CIVILIZED STATE. 

A.n Essay towards Discovering the Origin and Course of Human Improve- 
ment. By W. Cooke Taylor, LL.D., d:c., of Trinity College, Dublin. 
Handsomely printed on fine paper. 2 vols. 12mo f 2 25. 

" The design of this work is to determine, from an examination of the 
various forms m which society has been found, what was the origin of 
civilization : and under what circumstances those attributes of humanity 
M'hich in one country become the foundation of social happiness, are in an- 
other perverted to tlie production of general misery.* 

CARLYLE ON HISTORY 8o HEROES. 

On Heroes, Hero-Worship, and the Heroic in History. Six Lectures, re- 
ported with Emendations and Additions, by Thomas Carlyle. author of 
the French Revolution, Sartor Resartus, &c. Eleglutly printed in 1 
vol. 12mo. Second edition. $1 00. 

" And here wo must close a work — such as we have seldom seen the 
like of, and oiin which redeems tiie literature of our superficial and manu- 
facturing period. It is one to purify our nature, expand our ideas, and ex- 
alt our souls. Let no library or book-room be without it ; tlie more it is 
studied the more it will be esteemed."— Literary Gazette. 

SOUTHEY'S POETICAL \A^ORKS. 

The Complete Poetical Works of Robert Southey, Esq., LL.D. The ten 
volume London edition in one elegant royal 8vo. volume, with a fine por- 
trait and vignette, f 3 50. 

♦.* This edition, which the author has arranged and revised with the 
same care as if it were intended for posthumous pubtication, includes m«ny 
pieces which either have never before been collected, or have hitherto re- 
mained unpublished. 

SCHLEGEL'S PHILOSOPHY OF 

HISTORY. 

The Philosophy of History, in a course of Lectures delivered at Vienna, by 
Frederick von Schlegel, translated from the German, with a Memoir of 
the Author, by J. U. Robertson. Handsomely printed on fine paper. 2 
vols. 12mo. $2 50. 

THE LIFE OF ALEXANDER HAMILTON. 

Edited by hit son, John C. Hamilton. 2 vols. 8vo. $5 00. 

" We cordiaily recommend the perusal and diligent istudy of these vd- 
ames, exhibiting, aa they do, much v«iluab\e m»\.\AT Ta\^N.vi«i Vi ^^« Revo- 
lutioa, the est&blisbmem of the FedenaCoTOttXa\\ou,Mv^^\i«\xKvw!»x>s. 
« '^ «jiiM/#oif OUT couBiry."— New-York Rewftw. 
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THE NEW FURCHiSE; 

Or, Seven and a Half Yean in the Far West. Bj Robert Carlton, Esq. 

Alter et Idem. 
Two handsome volumcB 12mo. $1 50. 

%* This work is characterized by much original hnmour and information. 

A ClilLOP AIUNG AMERICAN SGENSRI. 

By Angttstus E. Sillimaa. Qua elegantly printed volame. 16mo. 75 ceBti. 

THE AMERICAN IN EGYPT. 

With Bamblea throogh Arabia>Petrsea and the Holy Land, dnxing tba 

years 1839-'40, 

By James Ewing 'Cooley. Tllustrated with nomerous Steel Sngraviiigi, 
ulso Etchings and Designs by Johnston. One handsome volttme, octavo, m 
610 pages. (2 00. Cheap edition, paper covers, $1 00. 

*' No other voltiine exxaot can give the reader so tme a ptctare of what he woaM be Hkely 
<to see and meet in Egypt. So other book i« more practical and plain in its picture of precieeljr 
what the traveller iiimself will raret Other writers have one accoant to give of tbair jour- 
mey on paper, and another to relate in conversation. Mr. Coolejr has baft one atoqr Hot the 
ibreside circle and the printed page." — Brother Jonathan. 

THE FLAe SHIP ; 

OR A VOYAGE ROUND TIIE WORLD, 

In the United States Frigate Columbia, attended by her consort, the Bloop of 
War John Adams, and bearing the broad pennant of Commodore (Jeorge C. 
Read. By Fitoh W. Taylor, <;haplain to the Squadron. 2 rols. Uino. 
plates. $2 50. 

TOUR THROilfiH TURKEY ANB PERSIA. 

•Narrative of a Tour throogh Armenia, Kurdistan, Persia and Mesopiotanmu 
with an introduction and Occasional Observations upon the Condition of 
Mohammedanism and Christianity in those countries. By the Rev. Horatio 
•Southgate, Missicmary of the American Episcopal Church. 2 vols. ISmo. 
plates. $2 00. 

8C0TLAN0 ANB TEE SCOTCH; 

OR THE WESTERN CIRCUIT. 
By Catharine Sinclair, Author of Modern Accomplishments, Modem Society, 
&c. &c. 1 vol. 12mo. $0 75. 

SHETLAND AND THE SHETIANBERS ; 

OR THE NORTHERN CIRCUIT. 

By Catharine Sinclair, Author of Scotland and the Scotch, Holiday House, 
dec. &c. 1 vol. 12mo. f 87i-. 

HANDT ANDY . — a tale of irish life. 

By Samuel Lover, author of " Rory O'More," " The Gridiron," &c. Illnstrat»d 
with twenty-two characteristic illustrations from designs by the Author. One 
handsome volume, cloth gilt. $1 35. The same in boards, $1 00. The 
same with only two plates, in paper covers, 50 cents. 

WITH TWKNTT-THREB IliLUSTRATIONS BT DICK KITOAT, 

THE FORTUNES OF HECTOR O'HALLORAN, 

AND HIS BfAN MARE ANTONY o'tOOLX. 
By W. H. MLAXWElA«,'&!ii\. 
One ehgunt rolmne, doth gilt. %1 ^, m Vou^ %V "^ 
I mfy two pUteBf 50 cenXM, 
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HISTORY OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE* 

Translated from the French of M. Laurent De L'Ardeche, Mem 
ber of the Institute of France. Illustrated with Five Hundred 
Spirited Plates^ after designs by Horace Vernet, and twenty 
Original Portraits of the most distingufadied Grenerals of France. 
2 vols. 8yo. $4 00. 
All the leading journals have spoken in the most unqualified 

praise of this work. The following is from the Boston Traveller : 

" As • chute, oondened, faithful, and aocurate memoir of the Great Captain, it ia worthy of 
Boeb aueolion. The author baa mahilf drawn the oeceaMuy facta of hia biaUMj froan the Iettn% 
■peeohei, manircctotw, btiUetins, and other aute papen of Napi^eon, and has givaD a ooMlderaUt 
aamber of l>iew in hia text. 

" The work ia superitir to the lonff verboae pmdaetiom of Scott and Bourrienne-— not in i^k 
■lone, bat in truth--bein{ written to pleaae neither Charles X. nor the Eoelisb ariMacimcy— m 
§ar the eaote of freedom. It has advantages ever enry other memoir extant." 

THE BOOK OF THE NAVY; 

Comprising a General History of the American Marine, and parti- 
cular Accounts of all the most Celebrated Naval Battles, from the 
Declaration of Independence to the present time, conqnled from 
the best authorities. By John Frost, Professes: of Belles Lettres 
in the High School of niiladelphia. With an Appendix', con^ 
taining Naval Songs, Anecdotes, &c. Embellished with nume. 
rous original Engravings and Portraits of distinguished Naval 
Commanders. Complete in one handsome volume, 8va ^1 00. 

" Thia eleeant volume is dedicated to the preaent Secretary of the Nav^, and b altogether a verf 
feithfui and hiitorical recorl. It comprises twenty-two chapters, detailing the prominent event* 
connected with the naval history of the American federal republic To the narrative ia snbjoinsd 
an appendix of seventy pages, mcluding thirty-two very interesting choraoteristio aneodotea, nine< 
teen lyrical poems, and a minute chronologiod tatde of events in American Naval History. It is 
■jppropriatMy adorned with steel engraved portraita, numerooa vignettea, and full page repreaesta* 
noas of various conflicts. The Boole of the Navy deaervea, and wilt doubtless have, a very extend* 
•d droulalion."— iVo/ionoi Intdligencer. 

INCIDENTS OF A WHALING VOYAGE. 

To which is added Observations on the Scenery, Manners, and 
Customs, and Missionary Stations of the Sandwich and Society 
Islands, accompanied by numerous plates. By Francis AUyn 
Olmsted. One handsome volume, 12mo. ^1 50. 

PICTORIAL VICAR OF >VAKEFIELD. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Goldsmith. Elegantly illus- 
trated with nearly 200 Engravings, making a beautiful volume, 
octavo, of about 350 pages. $1 35. 

** We love to turn back over these rtcn old classica of our own langnege, and i^trvinate onrsehea 
fey the never-failing aimciations which a re-perusal alwaya calls up. Let anTonewbo has not 
tead this immortal tale for fifteen or twenty years, try the experiment, and we wul warrant, that her 
Itaaa up from the task— the pleasure we should have said— • happier aiid a betttr maa." —Sav. Ag** 

PICTORIAL ROBINSON CRUSOE. 

The life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel De 
Foe. With a Memoir of the Author, and an Essay on his 
Writings, illustrated with nearly 500 spirited Engravinsrs, by 
the celebrated French artist, GrandviUe, fcnming one efegant 
n>yi//23e, octovD, of 500 pages. %\ IS. 
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A DICTIONARY OF ARTS, MANUFACTURES AND MINES, 

Containing^ a clear exposition of their Principles and Practice. Bf Andrew 
Ure, M.D., F.R.S., &c. <S:c. Illustrated with One T%<nu(md Two Hundred 
and Forty-one Engravings on "wood. Containing upwards of 1300 closely 
printed pages, f ormi ng one very thick volume 8\ro., strongly bound in 
sheep. $5 00. DZT The same work bound in two volumes. $5 50. 

In every point of view a work like the present can but be re/^ded as a benefit done to tbeo- 
retical andpiacticaJ acience, to commerce and indastry, and an important addition to a aptf' 
ciea of literature the exclusive production of the present century, and the present state of 
peace and civilization. CriticiMiuf in favour of its intrinsic value to all classes of the comma- 
nity might be produced, ifspace would permit, from upwards of three hundred of the leadiof 
JDumaJy in Europe^nd this country. 

" This useful and most excellent work, which has been issuing in Monthly Nombers, for 
some time past, ianow completed. It is a publication of moet derided and permanent value, 
one of whicii no library should be destitute. It is filled with information upon precisely those 
■ubjeuts with which every one should be familiar, upon the practical operations of the arts, 
the scientific principles and processes of mechanics, and the nistory of all improvements ia 
every departmcut of Science and Indastry. The author is a man of eminence and ability, and 
the work enjoys the highest r^puiatioil in England, where it was first published. We trust 
it will be welcomed by the intelligent of every class of our citizens. It is neatly printed, and 
illustrated with upwards of twelve hundred •ogravings."— N. Y. 2W6une. 

HYDRAULICS AND MECHANICS. 

A Descriptive and Historical Account of Hydraulic and other Machines for 
Raising Water, including the Steam and Fire Engines, ancient and mod- 
em ; with Observations on various subjects connected with the Mechanic 
Arts ; including the Progressive Development of the Steam-Engine, 
Descriptions of ever}' variety of Bellows, Piston, and Rotary Pumps, 
Fire Engines., Water Rams, Pressure Engines, Air Machines, Eolipiles, 
&c. Remarks on Ancient Wells, Air Beds, Cog Wheels, Blowpipes, 
Bellows of various People, Magic Goblets, Steam Idols, and other Ma- 
chinery of Ancient Temples. To which are added Experiments on Blow- 
ing and Spouting Tubes, and other original Devices, Nature's modes and 
Machinery for Raising Water. Historical notices respecting Siphons, 
Fountains, Water Organs, Clepsydrae, Pipes, Valves, Cocks, <fec. In five 
books. Illustrated by nearly Three Hundred Engravings. By Tliomas 
Ewbank. One handsomely printed volume of six hundred pages. $3 50. 

HODGE ON THE STEAM-ENGINE. 

The Steam-Engine, its Origin and Gradual Improvement, from the time of 
ilero to the present day, as adapted to Manufactures, Locomotion and 
Navigation. Illustrated with Forty-eight Plates in full detail, numerous 
Wood Cuts, <&c. By Paul R. Hodge, C.E. 1 vol. folio of plates, and 
letter-press in 8vo, f 10 00. 

LAFEVER'S MODERN ARCHITECTURE. 

Beauties of Modem Architecture : consisting of Forty-eight Plates of Ori- 
ginal Designs, with Plans, Elevations and Sections, also a Dictionary 
of Technical Terms ; the whole forming a complete Manual for the Prac 
tical Builder. By M. Lafever, Architect. 1 vol. large 8vo. half bound. 
$6 00. 

LAFEVER'S STAIR-CASE AND HAND-RAIL 
CONSTRUCTION. 

The Modem Practice of Stair-case and Hand-rail Construction, practically 
explained, in a series of Designs. By M. Lafever, Architect. With 
Plans and Elevations for Ornamental Villas. Fifteen Plates. 1 vol. 
large 8vo. $3 00. 

The worka of Lalbrer ar* proooiiaced hf practical lnAatate^&lATDSM^.^»Ri^^)^.«««t^'V^s»' 
lished. 

THE PRINCIPLES OT ^^^^^^^^5L:«.^^^vbbsw 
By AfartAaJI Hall, M.D. F.R.S., *c. Secoiv^^«!>X\B^.^^^^^^ ^^^ 
ments. By Dr. John A.. B^e«\. Vvo\.%^«- ^* ' 



14 D. AppUUm ^ Co.U Catalogue of VaUuahU Worko. 

MINIATURE CLASSICAL LIBRARY. 

This unique Library will comprise the best works of the belt 
authors in prose and poetry ; published in an elegant form, 
with a beautiful frontispiece, tastefully ornamented. The 
following are now ready : 

GOLDSMITH.^EssATs on Vabious Subjects. By Oliver Gold- 
smith. 37i^ cents. 

GOLDSMITH .— Thb yicA.B or Wakxfixld. By Oliver Goldsmitii. 
37^ cents. 

JOHNSON.— The History or Rassei^is, Prince of ABTteiNU. 
A Tale. By Samuel Johnson, LL.D. 37^ cents. 

COTTIN.— Elizabeth, or, the Exiles of Siberia. By Madame 
Cottin. The extensive popularity of this little Tale is well knowm. 3U cts. 

TOKEN OF REMEMBRANCE. \ 
TOKEN OF AFFECTION. 
TOKEN OF FRIENDSHIP. 
TOKEN OF THE HEART. 

Bach volume consists of appropriate Poetical extracts from the priacipsl 

writers of the day. 31i each. 

PURE GOLD FROM THE RIVERS OF WISDOM. A collectioii 
of short extracts on relig^ious subjects from the older writers, Bishop Hail, 
Sherlock, Barrow, Paley, Jeremy Taylor, &c. Zlk cents. 

ST. PIERRE.— Paul and Virginia. From the French of J. B. H 
De St. Pierre. 3U cents. 

H. MO RE'S Private Devotions. Complete. 3U cents. 

THE SEASONS— By James Thomson. 37i cents. 

GEMS FROM AMERICAN POETS.— 37^ cents. »^ 

CLARKE'S Scripture Promises. Complete. 37^ cents. 
'^if* These volumes will be followed by others of attested merit. 

ITMS ©^^ID^MTgK© ®i? g[KI@[Li?\M©B Their Position in 
Society, Ciiuracter, and Responsibilities. Bv Mrs. Ellis, author of " The 
Women of England." Complete in one handsome volume, 12mo. 50 cts 

^Klg ^Q^S© ©F SKI(^[L/^KI©a Their relative Duties, Do 
mestic Influences and Social Obligations. By Mrs. Ellis, author of 
" The Women of England," *' The Daughters of England." In one 
handsome volume, 12mo. 50 cents. 

TKIg W®(JS1[1J3 ®P ll?aOlL^IKI©9 Their Social Duties and 
Domestic Uabits. By Airs. Ellis. One handsome volume, ISmo. 50 cts. 

UOQIBQS g[i)iyj©i^'U'a©IKIa By Isaac Taylor, author of "Natural 
Ilistory of Enthusiasm," <&c.<fec. Second edition. 1 vol. 12mo. $100. 
" in tluH volame the general principlei of Education, ae applicabJe to private (kmiliea and 
Co umall sdiools, are ntated and explained ; aueh methods of ireatmeat, especially, beinf niif* 
ge«ted Hrt Hie best suited to the circunutances ufa country residence; at the same time, hints 
are ottered of a kind to be available under any circumstances for carrying on tlie culture of 
(hnse of the '.ntellectual facultie* (hat are the eaiiieet developed, aadou the due expansion of 
which the (hree and efficiency of the mature mind depend." 

'* A very enlightened, just, and Christian Tiew ofa most important subject" — Jmeriem 
Biblicttl RepotUory . 

By Francis Wayland, D.D. Second edition, 1 vol. 18mo. 

Issue TayJotf author of Natural GUsVory ot fiitftoM&v^aux.^^ 'lw«C«.vi5i\&!aa. 
J roL j2mo. 87k cents. 
"One of the most learned and extiaotditiwy Nioika ol wi^m>3vs»»v^ 
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A klBRARY FOR MY YOUNG COUNTRYMEN. ' 

This Library is coufided to the editorial care of one of the most successful 
writers of the daj, and commends itself as presenting to the readers of this 
ooontry a collection of books, chieflj confined to American subjects of his' 
torical interest. 

The follomng volumes are now ready y price 37^ cents each, 
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF HENRY HUDSON. By the author 

of " Uncle Philip," " Virginia," &c. 
ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH ; Founder of Virginia. By 

the author of " Henry Hudson," &o. 
DAWNING S OP GENIUS. By Anne Pratt, author of " Flowers and their 

Associations," (fee. 
LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF HERMAN CORTES. By the author' of 

the ** Adventures of Captain .Tohn Smith," &c. 
THE ADVENTURES OF DANIEL BOONE, the Kentucky Rifleman. By 

the aut hor of *' Henry Hudson," dec. 

lO* Several other volumes are in immediate preparation. 

BTENIN6S WITH THE CnRONIClERS ; 

Or Uncle Rupert's Tales of Chivalry. Br R. M. Evans. With many Illus- 
trations. 1 vol. lOmo., elegantly bound. $0 75. 

*' Thk would have been a rolame after oar own hearta, while we were joanger, and it ii searoeljr 
lea eo now when we are eomewhat older." — Cour, tf Knq, 

THE HISTORY OF JOAN OF ARC. 

By R. M. Evans, author of " Evenings with the Chroniclers," with twenty- 
four elegant Illustrations. 1 vol. 16mo. Extra gilt. $0 75. 

*' The incident upon wUdi thii work ia founded^ ii one of the most interesting and remarkabls 
that ^likory has preserved to us. '.' — Albany Adoertuer. 

' SPRING, SUHMER, AUTUIN. AND WINTER. 

The Juvenile Naturalist ; or Walks in the Country. By the Rev. B. H. Draper. 
A beautiful volume, with nearly fifty plates. 2 vols, square, handsomely 
bound. $0 50 each. 

THE YOUNG ISLANDERS. 

A Tale of the Last Century. By Jeffreys Taylor. 1vol. Ifimo., beautifully 
illustrated. 75 cents. This fascinating and elegantly illustrated vuiuiue 
for the young, is pronounced to be equal, if not superior to De Fue's immor- 
tal work, ** Robinson Crusoe." 

KEIGHTLEY'S MYTHOLOGY FOR SCHOOLS. 

The Mythology of Ancient Greece and Italy, designed for the use of Schools. 
By Thomas Keightiey. Numerous wood-cut Illustrations. 1 vol. Ibmo. 
half bound. 44 cents. 

HAZBN'S SYMBOLICAL SPELLING BOOK. 

The Symbolical Spelling-Book, in two parts. By Edw. Hazen. Containing 
288 engravings. 181' cents. This work is used in upwards of 1000 different 
Schools, and pronounced to be one of the bestworlu published. 

THE BOY'S MANUAL. 

Comprising a Summary View of the Studies, Accomplishments, and Principles 
of Conduct, best suited for promoting Respectability and Success in Life. 
Elegantly engraved frontispiece. 1 vol. 18mo. 50 cents. 

THE GIRL'S MANUAL. 

Comprising a Summary View of Female Studies, Accomplishments, and Prin- 
ciples of Conduct. Beautiful frontispiece. 1 vol. ISmo. M c«u<tA. 

THE OLB ftki. 'l^^. ^ ^^ ^_^ 

A most iatenBting little volume of |»Mjrti!Ci\VBflrtxw:»ajmi»l«^'2^N'*****^ 
^th Benrly Afty plfttet. 37i wuU. 



APPLETON'B 

TALES FOR THE PEOPLE 

AND TH E I R CH I LDR EN. 



The greatest care lias been taken in selecting the works of which 
the collection is composed, so that nothing cither mediocre in 
talent, or immoral in tendency, is admitted. Each volume is 
printed on the finest paper, is illustrated with an elegant 
frontispiece, and is bound in a siqperior manner, tastefully orna- 
mented. 
The following' are comprised in the series, luiform in size and style : — 

THE POPLAR aROVE ; or, Lltfls Hnxy and Us Unole Benjamin. 

By Mri. Copley. 37J cents. 
EARL Y FRIENDSHIPS. By Mrs. Coplsr. tJk cents. 
THE OROFTON BOYS . By Harriet Martineau. S7i cents. 
THE PEASANT AND THE PRINOE. By Harriet Martineaa. 27 k cts. 
NORWAY AND THE NORWEaiANS; or, Feats on the Fiord. By 

Harriet Martinoati. 37i cents. 
MASTERMAN READY ; or. tiie Wreck of the Padflo. Written for 

Yoa ng People. By Captain Mai ryatt. Three volumes ; each 37i cents. 
TBB LOOKINQ-.GLASS FOR THE MIND ; or, Intellectnal Mirror. 

An eleiraiit collection of Delightful Stories and Tales : many plates 50 cts. 
HOPE ON, HOPE EVER ; or the Boyhood of Felix Law. By Mary 

Howitt 37J c ents 

STRIVE AND THRIVE ; a Tale. By Mary Howitt. 37^ cents. 
BOWINa AND RE APING; or. What will Oome of It? By Mary 

Howitt. 37i conts. 
WHO SHALL BE GREATEST ? a Tale. By Mary Howitt. 37i cts. 
WHICH IS THE WISER ? or, People Abroad. By Mary Howitt. 37* cts. 
LITTLE COIN MUCH CARE ; or, How Poor People Live. By Maiy 

Howitt. 371 rents. 
WORK AND WAGES ; or, Life in Service. By Mary Howitt. 37* cU 
ALICE FRANKLIN By Mary Howitt. 
NO SENSE LIKE COMMON SENSE. By Mary Howitt. 
THE DANGERS OF DINING OUT ; or. Hints to those who would 

make Home Happy. To which is added the Confessions of a Maniac. 

Bv Mrs Kills .^Ti rents. 
SOMERVILLE HALL ; or, Hints to those who would make Roma 

Happy. 'Jo which is added the Rising Tide. By Mrs. Ellis. 37* cents. 
FIRST IMPRESSIONS ; or, Hints to those who would make Home 

Hanpy. Uv Mrs. Ellis. 37* cents. 
MINISTER'S FAMILY ; or, Hints to those who would make Home 

Happy. Uy Mrs F.llis. 37* cents. 
THE TWIN SISTERS; a Tale. By Mrs. Sandham. 37* cents. 
TIRED OF HOUSE-KEEPING; a Tale. By T S. Arthur. 37* cents. 

"Messrs. Applcton &. Co deserve the highest praise for the excellent 

manner in which they have ' got up' their juvenile library, and we sincere- 

Ir hope that its success will be so great as to mduce them to make con- 

tfnual contributions to its ireaaures. The collection is one which should 

'downed by every parent who vr\8\\es V\\«.\. W\e TtvoT«\ Wid intellectual im- 

-^ rm of hia children shouU Weep pacev*\\\v\\\«tt 'j:«on«\\v'«v^**x%,^\>A 

•iDont of their physical ]pow«wr— BoilonTvnws. 
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